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That Ze alous Reformers Once Burned Is Public I 


yltLast! 


Censorship No Longer Denies lou 
This Thrill of Thrills- 


Tales from THE GREAT DECAMERON... 


Y OU'LL never know life until you've 
read this greatest of all forbidden 
books! Youll never know how utterly 
stark and vivid a picture of human passions 
can be painted in words until you've feasted 
on the most fascinating tales from the great - 
life books — tlie immortal 
Decameron ol Boorapeiol 
Between its 'pages, the 
thrill of a lifetime of read- 
ing awaits you. Before 
your very eyes is unfolded 
the glittering pageantry of 
a golden age now van* 
ished — an age when pas^ 
sion. intrigue and high- 
rldlng romance held full 
sway. Past you, in 
breath-taking parade, sweep 
some of the most beautiful, 
yet unprincipled, women of 
all time — women whose in- 
tense fascination fired men's 
blood and even altered the 
fates of empires . Here 
you will find tales of scar- 
let days, when a robust 
world drank of life $nd 
love to Its very dregs! 

Few writers have ever 
dared to write so inti- 
mately of the frailties to 
which the flesh is heir. 

But the flaming pen of 
Giovanni Boccaccio kney no 
restraint. Sophisticated and 
fearless to the ultimate de- 
gree. his stories are not 
enly brilliant Action of the 
most gripping variety— hut 
also the most illuminating record of life In 
fourteenth-century Italy ever penned. Hardly 
a detail of these stirring times escaped his 
ever-watchful eye — and what ho saw. he 
wrote, without hesitation or fear! 

Mystery No Longer Shrouds 
This Brilliant Masterpiece 

Perhaps no other book ever written has 
had such an amazing history. Written In 


so vigorous a style as to be actually start- 
ling. it has long been a storm center of 
fierce controversy and even persecution. 
Critics and the haute- monde have ac- 
claimed it with unstinted praise for its 
sparkling vividness and subject matter — 
while prudish zealots and tyrannical re- 
formers. aghast at the utter 
frankness with which Boc- 
caccio exposed human life 
and love in the raw, re- 
sorted to every possible 
means to keep this master- 
piece from general circula- 
tion. At one time they 
actually went so far as to 
gather all the available 
copies and have them pub- 
licly burned! 

Bui all that was yester- 
day. To-day the thrill 
that awaits the Teader 
within the glowing pages 
of Decameron Tales is no 
longer denied you. This Is 
the age of reason — and the 
peerless word-artistry of 
genial old Boccaccio has 
come into its own at last! 

. . . Now. for a short time 
only, you can inspect these 
great examples of realistic 
writing in your own home 
for five days, without obli- 
gation! 

A Literary 
Treasure-House 

Rich in fascinating plot, 
tense with action and vibrant with human 
passion — the Decameron has furnished plots 
for the world's great masters of literature. 
Longfellow. Keats. Dryden. Chaucer, and 
even the great Shakespeare himself sought 
•hese immortal pages for Inspiration. In no 
other volume are the moral* and customs 
of Italy of the fourteenth century so 
graphically laid befoTe you — the way people 
lived* the hovels and palaces they dwelt in, 
(bo faniasUc Dleasmes the; indulged la—* 


READ 

— how a certain noble 
lady slipped Into her 
husband's chamber by 
stealth, and changed 
places with his mis- 
tress in order to win 
back his love. 

— how a tiny mole 
on a woman's breast, 
condemned Her to 
death and wrecked 
three Lives! 

— how a princess of 
highest rank was hu- 
miliated beyond all 
toleration In her own 
bed-chamber by a 
ratal ier whose “veins 
ran fire, instead of 
blood !“ 


all are told with both wit and pathos that 
are Indescribable. Thus the stories not 
only amuse and entertain, but constitute a 
landmark of literature which must not bo 
passed over if you would broaden your 
vision — make yourself truly cultured. 


Five-Day Trial 
Send No Money — 

And now we are enabled to offer you 
these great classics — thirty-five of the best 
stories from the famous Decameron — for the 
amazingly low sum of only $1 l* 8! Send 
no money — just fill out and mail the coupon 
below. When the package arrives pay the 
postman $1.98, plus few cents postage. In- 
spect this great book for five days, then if 
vou are not delighted return it and your 
money will be refunded. Mail the cuupon 
this Instant before this low price is with- 
drawn! Franklin Publishing Company. 800 
No. Clark St., Dept.B *290, Chicago, Illinois 
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Franklin Publishing Co.. 

8*0 No Clark St., Dept. B-290, 

I Chicago, Illinois. 

, Please send me a copy of The Tale* 

1 from the immortal Decameron by Boc- \ 
caccio. When package arrives 1 will 
1 pay postman only $1 98, plus few rents . 
* postage. If not delighted. I am at ' 
liberty tc /eturn the volume within 
f five days and my money will be re- i 
1 funded. 


funded. 
^ Name 

l 


Address 


J City State j 

If you may be out when the postman f 
_ calls, enclose $2 with this coupon and 
J we will pay all delivery charges. Cut- 1 
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LT1 order. J 
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office crowd was !a the re- 
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talking. while 1 thumbed 
through a magazine. 

•Why so quiet. Joe. some 
one called to m- '"Just reading 
.» ad," I replied, "c.bout a new 
■way to learn music by maiL 
Says here any one can learn to 
play In a tew months at home. 
« ithout a teacher. Sounds easy !** 
"Ha. ha," laughed Fred Law- 
rence. "do you suppose they 
would say it was 

"Perhaps not." I ■ ame back, a 
bit peeved, "but it sounds so 
reasonable X thought I’d write 
them for their booklet.'* 

Well, maybe I didn’t get a 
razzing then! Fred Lawrence 
ane»redr “The poor fellow miii 
believes he can learn music by 
mail!" 

Tes. and Til bet mcney I can 
do It." I cried. Bat the crowd 
only laughed harder than ever. 
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TWO DEVILS FOR 
DEVLIN 


By Robert Leslie Bellem 


A WOMAN’S breasts were no 
novelty to Al Devlin. But 
these were different. Al had 
a copra plantation, with a side-line 
of pearl shells, on the tiny south sea 
island of Tongalusa and the light- 
hued native girls who wore a string 
of pearls and an amiable expression 


Loa-loa could wiggle in a G-strin g 
like nobody's business. 

1 


had become an old story. 

"Maybe I'm dead!" Al said, tear- 
ing his eyes away from the smooth 
white breasts and permitting hia gaze 
to travel upward. 

The girl who was leaning over him 
smiled. She didn’t seem to realize 
how low her dress was cut in the 



I 



neck. She was dressed in crisp white. 
She had reddish-gold hair; her eyes 
had an amber tint; her nose was just 
the tiniest bit tip-tilted, and her 
mouth was red and smiling. Here 
and there a stray freckle intruded it- 
self. 

“No, you’re not in heaven. 
You’re in the hospital at Port Wytka. 
And you’re not to talk!” die red- 
haired divinity said. 

"Port Wytka?” Al said wonder- 
ingly. Why, Port Wytka was 
seventy sea-miles from Tongalusa, 
the better part of a day’s journey in 
a launch! "What about my planta- 
tion?” he protested. 

"Sh-h! Concussion cases are sup- 
posed to be kept quiet.” 

At pondered. Then he grinned a 
little. ".When did Earl Carroll bring 


his chorus down here to act as 
nurses?” 

The girl in white blushed. "No 
matter how ill, you must live up to 
your reputation, mustn’t you?” 

"Have I a reputation?” Al said in 
surprise. 

"All over the islands. You’re a 
lady-killer. But you can’t work 
your charm on me. I’m stricdy 
business, and you're just another 
case.” 

"How long have I been here and 
how did I get here?” he persisted. 

"You’ve been here a week, dead 
to the world, and a fat native chief 
brought you.” 

"Old Illvbo?” 

She nodded. "I think that’s who 
it was.” 

Al smiled. "I thought the old 
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blighter had run off. I misjudged 
him! W ow, what a scrap that was! 
The last thing I remember was being 
bashed on the head, and jumping 
into the lagoon.” 

"It’s a wonder you weren’t killed. 
You have a hard head.” 

"And a soft heart. In fact, every 
time I look at you ray heart gets 
softer.” 

"You’re still delirious! Now' go 
to sleep.” 

"I’ll only dream about you if I 
do.” 

"Well, see that your dreams are 
moral.” And she left him. 

In the week of Al Devlin’s con- 
valescence that followed, he came to 
the conclusion that the hundred or 
more previous times he had been in 




love were but passing phases of de- 
mentia. There was no one like Alice 
Denny, the red-haired nurse. 

“That’s great,” he had said when 
he learned her name. 

"What’s great?” 

"Your being Alice Denny.” 

"Why?” 

"Because you won’t have to 
change your initials when you marry 
me. Alice Dennv, A. D., and I’m 
Al Devlin, also A. D.” 

"Who said anything about marry- 
ing you?” 

"Oh, lots of girls! But I turned 
’em all down. I was waiting for you 
to come along.” 

"You take a lot for granted.” She 
flung this parting shot and left him. 

But he was persistent. The next 

(turn over) 
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time she came in he said, "Listen. 
You’ve got to marry me.” 

"Why?” 

"Well, you know everything 
about me there is to be known. 
You’ve bathed me and changed my 
clothes and all that sort of thing. 
You’ve got to marry me to save my 
self-respect. You’ve compromised 
me!” 

She laughed. "If I married every 
man I’ve taken care of, I’d be a poly- 
andrist a hundred times over.” 

"That’s a good word. What does 
it mean?” he teased. 

She smiled gaily. "Listen, do you 
think I’d marry a man with your 
reputation? Why, you’d two-time 
me the first chance you got. No, 
I’m a one-man woman for a one- 
woman man.” 

He blushed. "Oh, I know I’ve 
got a name for that sort of thing. 
But I’m a changed man now. Won’t 
you give me a chance to prove it to 
you?” 


"Well,” she hesitated. "I’ll tell 
you what: if, after you leave to- 
morrow, you can prove that you’d 
be faithful for — a couple of months, 

I might listen to you.” 

"That’s easy! Just watch me!” 
"That’s the trouble — I can’t watch 
you! But I tell you what I can do. 
I’ll let you take my house-boy, 
Chong, back to Tongalusa with you. 
He can report to me about you. 
Would you be willing to do that?” 
Which was how Al Devlin came 
to go back to Tongalusa with a Chin- 
ese house-boy and a heart full of 
resolutions. 

The first thing Devlin did when 
he got back to his island was to clean 
out his household staff, which con- 
sisted of three native girls. One in 
particular, little Loa-loa, objected 
strenuously. 

"Chinaman can’t take .place of 
Loa-loa!” she complained. 

"Oh, yes he can! He’s a good 
cook and he knows how to do house- 
work!” 

Loa-loa wig- 
gled sinuously. 
In view of the 
fact that her sole 
garment was a 
G-s t r i n g, the 
wiggle was very 
effective. She 
■was a rich gold 
color, and her 
form would have 
passed muster in 
any Z i e g f e 1 d 
show. "China- 
man can’t do 
this!” she said 
seductively. 

"He’d better 
not or I’ll throw 
him out on his 
earl” 


" Don't you want your Dawn-Blos- 
som ?” the girl cried as she leaned 
over him. 
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Loa-loa came closer. "Can China- 
man kiss like Loa-loa?” she whis- 
pered. 

"I don’t know. Why don’t you 
try him and see?” 

The girl frowned and backed 
away. "Loa-loa no kiss Chinaman! 
Loa-loa only kiss Tuan Dev-lin!” 

"Not any more you don’t! I'm a 
good boy from now on! I'm sorry, 
Loa, but that’s all over. Good-bye 
and good luck, and here’s a box of 
stogies for you as a parting gift.” 

"I hope you noticed that,” Devlin 
said to Chong. 

"Me see. hie tell missie Denny,” 
Chong answered. 

That same night old Illvbo, the 
chief, dropped in for a visit. Al was 
glad to see him. "So you managed 
to beat Rarapu off after all?” he said 
as he offered the native a swig of 
gin. 

"You save Illvbo’s life. Illybo no 
forget. Illvbo repav. Wait and 
see!” 

"But Illybo has repaid already!” 
Al protested. 


"No. Illybo repay. Wait and 
see!” the old man repeated myster- 
iously, as he left. 

Al Devlin went to bed early. He 
was tired after the first day back at 
work. He went to sleep immedi- 
ately, but soon awoke with the feel- 
ing he was not alone. 

Al stared. Two native girls, as 
pretty a pair as he’d ever seen in the 
islands, young, fresh and absolutely 
pa jamaless, were in his bed, one on 
each side of him! 

"Me Tolu!” "Me Toa-lea!” they 
said softly. 

"What in the devil are you doing 
here, both of you?” 

"We present to you from Illybo. 
You like us some, maybe?” 

"I don't want you to belong to 
me! I have other plans!” Devlin 
said angrily. 

"Maybe you like just one of us 
tonight, eh? You like me stay and 
ber go?” Tolu’s face was close to 
him. She pointed at Toa-lea. 

"No! Me stay, she go!” Toa-lea 
said sharply. 


{turn to page 62) 


By Pi ne Guiuan 



Unwelcome 


L y o b e 

s 1 1 ppcd 
from the 

bed and wrig- 
gled her pink 
and white body. 

Her nightgown 
dropped to the 
floor. It w^s 
one p.m., early 
morning for 
Broadway. 

The meager 
handful of 
clothing she 
had been wear- 
ing when she 
and Eddie en- 
tered the room 
the night before 
was heaped 
upon a chair. 

She began put- 
ting on step-ins 
and stockings 
before going to 
the bowl to 
wash. 

Eddie rolled 
over on the bed and looked at her. 
He was wide awake. 

“Well, honey,” he said. “At least 
we had a beautiful last night to- 
gether.” 

“Right, Eddie. You’ve still got 
plenty of the old S. A. But it’s like I 
told you last night. You can't book 
this double any longer, as you know. 
Eddie 3nd Lyobe Morris have been 
over the routes so many' times that 
even changing material don’t help. 
W e’re old stuff to everybody who 
ever saw a vaudeville show. What 
we need is a new combination, and 
we can’t have that and stick, too— 
right? I’ m sick of wearing our my 


half-soles duckin’ from one booker 
to another and tryin* to fake pros- 
perity to the bunch of Broadway 
phonies who are all as bad off as 
we are. So I’ve decided that Ben 
Rosedale is my way out. It’ll be a 
different kind of an act for me. It’s 
like gettin’ a new start. Ben’s a ta- 
lented kid, too.” 

“WelJ/I didn’t finish tellin’ you. 
The Acosta dame’s been after me to 
double up with her, and I told her 
I didn’t know yet. But I suppose I 
can snap her up now'. She’s got a 
nifty routine of gab she just bought 
new, and there’s more taps in that 
kid’s feet than a wood-pecker’s got 





Tee iB-Mode-ci 
derisum s tnemetd 

a- :i.s tk % s\ boa r 
dirt tine m etc n 

ittrrr.. 


"Bca like* 
vox don't be. 
B*b> - 
“TeS, why 
fW v . .aid be be 
propositicrun* 

me. Eddie?” 

' That's the 
vac 1 feel 
ilbaw ityme 
tot 

'And there 

.041 ere Lt- 

.•be indicated 
i r: taarbiasv. 

C-Kirse yaa 
and I can go on 
txucg married 
la t ack ocher, 
but arhat's the 
sense of * mar- 
r ace ’•’irk one 
parry cheatin’ 
a. Topeka, an d 


Danger! 

an his bilL I think I can sex an act 
with her and me in it. I i'll be test, 
and brand ne'e-.” 

Sure von can. Edc e, and more 
poarer to you. You pet me. don't 
you. L>d? No hand reelin'. 1 
vou'dn't hurt voa for the -arorld. 
Bet :l are can't nark together. and 
the managers scant boy us, are pot 
te sr. t, that’s aT And as long as 
I got this chance srith Ben Rosrdale 
and you got the chance arith Mrrde 
Acosta, arhr let's grab 'em. No sense 
in starvin’. " 

Eddie reflected a moment arhde 
Lyobe cleansed her face arith some 
cream and the corner of a toareL 



t he ©rhea- p irrr 
cheati n’ in 
Sioux Falls* 
You know hear 
. it as. Ben '3 
nur rr me the minute - m tree, and 
the chances are that alter a meee on 
the mad *• .th W' - tie \ -.u two "l. be 
nilin* for a parson to cvene and do 
it. also." ^ 

"Ye-h. No gettm' aarav from is. 
Hu:'* the ara\ thing* get betareea 
partners. Veil, at hat do you wssX 
me t-o dor’ 

' it's simple enough. Eddie. Just 
bring some broad up Sere to the 
room and let me knoai and I'll ooene 
up arrth the house uick snd ketch 
you. Y{ can get an absciss decree 
that vir. And it don't haTe to be 
Myrtle. A you don't arant to drag 
her into it. lust teii her shat are' re 
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I jouxia do, and then go down in the 
obby and pick somebody up. Say 
you do it tonight.” 

“But, look here. . . 

“What's the matter? That’s the 
way they all do it, ain’t it? The 
guy lets himself get caught, that’s 
all.” 

"Yeah. But you’re kind of rushin’ 
It, ain’t you?” 

“Well, if it’s got to be done — the 
sooner the better. Ain’t that right?” 
“Yeah, I suppose so. All right. 
Say you make it about eleven to- 
night. I’ll get somebody up here, 
and everything’ll be all set. But 
don’t let the dick break in the door 
cause they may put it on the bill. 
Just rap loud. I’ll open the door.” 


Eddie stalked through the lobby 
that night until he found precisely 
what he wanted. She was blonde, 
by decision, and looked quite as 
though anything that came out in 
the papers about her wouldn’t do her 
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reputation any harm. She looked, in 
a word, as though she didn’t hava 
any reputation at all worth bother- 
ing about. 

She was seated on a settee in an al- 
cove, reading a pink-covered tabloid,, 
and smoking. As Eddie sank down 
at the other end of the divan she 
put her cigarette on the rim of the 
ash tray between them. When she 
reached for it again it had burned 
away to little more than a cylindri- 
cal ash. She withdrew her hand dis- 
gustedly. 

"Have one of mine,” Eddie offered 
courteously, and extended the pack. 
She smiled and accepted one. Lyobe 
had given Eddie a lighter , for his 
birthday. It worked for the blonde- 
by-decision. 

•*N o w, 
what’ll we talk 
about?” Eddie 
grinned. 

"You begin,” 
she suggested. 

After a while 
she threw away 
the tabloid and 
they got confi- 
d e n t i a 1. As 
Lyobe remarked 
in the morning, 
Eddie had 
plenty of the 
old S. A. and 
very little 
S-A-P. When 
they got up to 
take the eleva- 
tor the blonde 
carefully looked 

all about. 

"You didn’t see the house dick 
anywhere, did you?” she asked Ed- 
die. 

“No. But then, I wouldn’t know 
him if t saw him. Come on. It’s 
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all right.” 

*'I hate house dicks,” said she, as 
the elevator took them up. 

"I don’t take many of them to my \ 
little round bosom either,” replied 
Eddie. 


“Come ’ere!” Eddie exclaimed, 
dragging her back. She struggled 
with him but he hung on. All this 
stalling for nothing? Wothahell! 

The rapping became more insis- 


H e r name 
proved to be 
Edith, and she 
was wearing a 
dress with a 
plaited skirt, so it 
didn’t take her 
long to get that 
off. She said she 
wanted to pre- 
serve the plaits. 

Eddie had a 
bottle of what- 
all-the shootin’s- 
fer and gave her 
a drink. 

“Where d i d 
you get tliis lic- 
ker?” she wanted 
to know. 


" Wanna smoke?’ he asked the girl. 



“What do you want, baby, a pedi- 
gree? You ain’t buyin’ a dog. 
Look, I’ll drink with you to show 
you it’s safe.” 

They finished the drinks and Ed- 
die looked at his watch. Nine- 
thirty. And Lyobe and her raiding 
party weren’t due before eleven. 
Well, no use wasting an hour and a 
half. 


They settled down to finish the 
bottle, and Eddie started to neck the 
young lady just to keep himself in- 
terested. Shortly before eleven 
o’clock there was a rap on the door. 

“Don’t move!” said Eddie. 

Edith had sat up at the first sound, 
and now jumped to her feet. “I’m 
going,” she said, starting to duck out 
to the fire-escape without a dress, 
and with her unhooked brassiere flap- 
ping around her like water wings. 



tent and demanding. 

“Now keep quiet!” Eddie said, 
and thrust bis unwilling guest into 
a chair. She sat there tense and 
white-faced a moment, then ab- 
ruptly relaxed. “Oh, tahell with! 
them,” she said. "Give me a ciga- 
rette before you open the door.” 

Eddie tossed her the pack from 
the table beside the bed, following 
it with a folder of matches. The 
door panel seemed ready to split from 
the pounding it was getting. 

Eddie turned the knob and yanked 
the door open, pushing back his hair 
sheepishly. 

Into the room blew the runty 
house dick with his soft hat on the 
back of his bullet head. Just be- 
hind him was Lyobe, wearing a man- 
tle of righteous wrath. 

They looked about, both showing 
a shocked expression. Then the de- 

( turn over} 








tective gave a yell like a man struck 
from ambush. With a leap he was 
on top of Eddie and pounding him 
about the head. Edith screamed. 
Lyobe looked at them as though they 
were all crazy. Then, seeing Eddie 
getting the worst of it, and taking 
rights and lefts with just about every 
part of him but the arms he had 
raised in defense, she grabbed the 
telephone and banged it down with 
all her might on top of the dick’s 
head. He hit the floor like a sack of 
Wet meal. Lyobe reached down, put 



the telephone back on its stand, and 
hung up the receiver. 

"What’s the idea?” she demanded 
qf the stunned detective. "I told 
you to come here to Mr. Morris’ 
room with me and see what there 
was to see. I didn’t tell you to as- 
sault him!” 

"But you don’t get the idea,” said 
the detective, jumping up and stag- 
gering Eddie with more rights. 
"That little blonde is my wife! Take 
that, Morris, and that, and that!” 
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Which to put it mildly is suiting the 
action to the word , according to 
Grace Chandler’s story 


Y UH can’t see the half of it, 
dearie! 

This black eye ain’t exactly 
a royal bull decoration, and I’m still 
limping some, but it’s the collegiate 
collection of bruises in Harvard Red, 
Yale Blue and Princeton Orange and 
Black, to say nothing of Dartmouth 
Green, what I got parked on them 
parts of my anatomy not on view to 
the general public that would give 
yuh more of an idea of the swell 
time that was had by all. 


Where at? 

Why at a college PROM! Where 
else at would yuh expect anybody to 
come home from looking like they 
had just recovered from the Bubonic 
Plague, or been run over by a couple 
of cheer leaders? 

When Mickey Marshall gives me 
the come hither to promenade myself 
up to the beer and pretzel institution 
where he was in for four years I 
wasn’t exactly thrilled to a hot to- 
male over the idear. 



(turn over) 
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Yuh see, dearie. I’d made a New 
Year’s resolution to lead the pure and 
simple for a change, and I’m not one 
of them low downs what make and 
break their resolutions the same week. 

So I thought I'd ward off my des- 
tiny by running double, for awhile 
anyway, long enough to grease the 
skids of life with a little alimony. 
"What’s that? Yuh say yuh think a 
Prom would.be a good place* to pick 
up the necessary article wearing pants 
that show? Listen to me, dearie, col- 
lege men make the grandest v sugar 
papas, but for an honcst-to-Gawd- 
bring-home-the-bacon-daddy oh, I 
could laugh myself into a state of 
semicolon. 

A Prom, dearie, is a hifalutin’ title 
for a Plumbers’ Ball. They’ve got 
the same trimmings otherwise. Wine, 
women, and song are the same old 
tools of the devil since Eve invented 
ferment and torment by the simple 
act of sinking her upper set in a 
choice Ben Davis, whether you spell 
’em that way, or call ’em Gin, Broads 
and Whoopee! 

That’s why I turned Mickey’s sin- 
ful invitation down flatter than a nail 
hammered in by a woman. I knew 
only too well that PROMS were not 
conducted along the lines of a Wed- 
nesday night prayer meeting. But 
he kept urging me for old times sake, 
me and Mickey discovered our first 
red kiss together, so after saying NO 
absolutely positively five or six times 
I gave in as us weak sisters always do 
to cave man tactics. And, anyways, 

I figured it wouldn’t interfere with 
my leading the pure life since Mick- 
ey’s reformed just like me and is 
studying to be a minister. Though 
I might have knew, dearie, that D. D. 
can stand for Dirty Devil as well as 
other things. 

But let me spill in your ear* dearie* 
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the awful truth about this Prom. 

It’ll paralyze you. Though it was 
conducted under the divine influence 
of Christianity, so to speak, it was 
a wow! Their high tide was a Cos- 
tume Ball, your gentleman friend 
concocting said costume out of the 
billboards of his imagination. 

Yuh’d be surprised at the single- 
track minds them ministerial students 
had. They could have been put in 
jail for infringing on the copyright 
of Eve’s original little sin. And 
Gawd knows what Mickey was suf- 
fering from when he drew up the 
specifications for me, water on the 
knee, maybe. Or else he’d been read- 
ing that doggerel of Bill Shakes- 
peare’s, for my costume was "nothing 
much before, and harf of that be- 
hind,” if yuh can wrap the shreds of 
your mentality around that, dearie. 

Of course I was flattered, any wo- 
man would be, to have a man think 
yuh wear a brassiere size number 28 
with a couple of tucks, when I really 
have to wear a forty-fo — . Never 
mind, that’s nobody’s business, not 
even yours. 

When that costume was delivered 
to my hang-out at the Deaconess’ 
Home, I gave Mickey a ring to find 
out where and why the eighth letter 
of the alphabet they had only sent 
me a couple of patch pockets of chif- 
fon. 

"Patch pockets?” yells Mickey* 
getting temperamental. 

"That’s your costume! You’re 
supposed to be a water-nymph!” 

So I says, sarcastic like, "thank 
Gawd for the water!” . 

But it didn’t penetrate, my re- 
mark, I mean. Now wouldn’t that 
have socked yuh more bow-legged 
than yuh are already? 

Needless to say it didn’t overwork 
me to get dressed. Just as I was 



*'Why turn the spotlight on me?” she whimpered as they dragged her out , 

'Tin all lit up already.” 


stretching a point on tHe chiffon 
Mickey calls me up. 

"Be sure to wear the flowers I sent 
you, Yvonne,” he articulates airily. 
"They’re the crowning touch to that 
costume I designed.” 

"Well, if I had yuh here I'd put a 
crowning touch on yuh that yuh’d 
be an Unknown Soldier even to your 
own family,” I sneezes back. "I’m 
getting a cold in my head already, 
due to your lack of chivalry, cash 
and cloth. What in Gawd’s name 


will I pin them water lilies to any- 
way?” 

"Use your ingenuity, old hoss,” 
says Sir Walter Raleigh the Second, 
as he hung up on me. 

But I didn’t have any with me, 
dearie, and the Heaven what is sup- 
posed to protect us poor working goils 
had closed at noon that day, so after 
much exercising of the old bean I 
gets a piece of ribbon, ties it around 
my meridian, stick that bunch of 
pond posies inside it, and wears ’em 
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as a boutonniere! Don’t look that 
up, dearie. You’ll never get over it. 

The hour for the Prom finally rolls 
around just as I’m getting ready to 
catch double pneumonia, and I get 
another jolt, dearie. There was two 
Proms, both going on at one and the 
same time and in the same place. If 
yuh can deduce the Einstein of that, 
dearie. 

Yuh see this was one of them trial 
marriage colleges. Men and girls 
both. And the idear was to see if 
yuh could stand each other at the 


same table seven mornings a week. 
Restraint from throwing the coffee 
cups at each other’s head was con- 
sidered the same as a publicly an- 
nounced engagement. 

Then came the War of the Sexes! 
The males suddenly went big head, 
turned up their olfactory organs ac 
the domestic brands and went in for 
classy importations like me, dearie. 
Of course that made the local dames 
madder than wet cats, so thev sot 
the hot idear of staging a Prom of 
their own on the same date and in- 




“Well, dartin', I’m 
still limpin’ and 
Vve got a collegi- 
ate collection of 
bruises in Harvard 
Red, Yale Blue 
and Princeton 
Orange and 
Black 



viting that tricky species "the man 
back home.” There was only the one 
place to hold both armies so it soon 
got to be quite a mixed tea party, if 
yuh can sip the . Oolong of that, 
dearie. . 

The college ribs had outguessed the 
boys in providing that which agitates 
the dogs by having a twenty-piece 
orchestra composed entirely of moan- 
ing saxaphones as against the mere 
fifteen blue shakers signed up by 
Mickey’s gang. And when they both 
played at the same time without the 


technicality of having the same tune, 
well, bring on your Hell and Damna- 
tion and let’s see what they got what’* 
worse! 

The two camps was as chummy as 
a pimento cheese sandwich and a 
strawberry shortcake in the middle of 
the night without a soda mint in the 
house. The girls were out to avenge 
their insults, and their insulators were 
as well prepared as they might have 
been if they had taken their scorned 
women more seriously. 

Mickey had got another of them 

(turn oier) 
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shockingly bright idears of his and 
had had the swimming pool drained, 
decorated up to the nines with the 
orchestra hidden behind a clump of 
bullrushes along the side, dim lights 


lock as' a peach of a place for a pie- 
eyed intermission. 

For after all, dearie, ^Prom with- 
out liquidation is like going to a pet- 
ting party with a cracked lip. What’s 
the use? 



Well, the afore- 
s a i d intermission 
was a bit long. I’ll 
admit, and when 
we came back our 
hilarity had in- 
creased in tempo 
per ratio per bot- 
tle. The first 
moonlight dance 
was the next 
scheduled and 
Mickey had order- 
ed ali the lights 
turned out except 
for a huge golden 
moon that re- 
’V. « sembled the rc*t of 
us, being full and 
a 


Some f lon ers, 
smile and a 
sprinkling of 
imagination and 
she uas dressed. 


bit wobbly on its 
pins. 

The music com- 
menced to order 
everybody to but- 
ton up their over- 
coats. Gawd, may- 
be I didn't wish 
later that I had 
to button and 
plunged back 
into the whirl of 


one 

we 


and the rest of the stage settings of a 
■inful suite. 


The effect was a stunner, and more 
than crabbed the rival attraction's 
dancing space unless they used the 
men’s lockers, and of course, no self- 
respecting female would go in such 
a place without a special invitation. 
And, anyways, Mickey and his fel- 
low Reverends were holding those 
locker rooms in reserve under a pad- 


the dance. 

Plunged is right! Right into the 
swim of things. I’ll tell a listening 
world. We were up to our necks in 
the coldest, nastiest tasting water ever 
flavored with formaldehyde! 

Them hell cats and their up-from- 
the-farm Don Juans had flooded the 
pool while we were intermissioning. 
and had aided and abetted the das- 
tardly deed by attaching an extra 
C turn to (O 


QINQER '5==S£> 
s=^ SNAPS 



Judy: “You had no business to 
kiss me!" 

Rudy: “It wasn’t business, my 
dear. It was a great pleasure I” 


SINCE ONE ’STUFF OF THE 
FORBIDDEN FRUIT MADE EVE 
BLUSH AT HER IMMODEST EX- 
POSURE, STRAIGHT - FROM - 
TH E-SHOULDER STEVE 
THINKS IT’S TIME TO PASS THE 
APPLE OUT TO A COUPLE OF 
CHORINES HE COULD MEN- 
TION. 



Fluffy Ruffles wants you to 
know that she has been leading a 
fast life, but is on her last lap now. 


Dumb: "Were you ever crossed m 
loir?" 

Dumber: "Humph! Vte been 

double-crossed <md host !” 






The Madame Oversleeps 


By Frank Kenneth Young 





T RAMPING from England 
through France may not agree 
with the popular conception 
of Summer sport, but Hampton was 
afflicted with the malady commonly 
known a- ''Wanderlust,’ and it led 
him frequently to seek adventures in 
far places- He wj< but thirty. 

Stopping one evening at a small 
village, the name of which is imma- 
terial to the story, he earned that the 
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check for which he had wired had 
yet to reach him, and he wa? with- 
out funds with which to pay for a 
night’s lodging. The innkeeper re- 
fused to take a chance on an un- 
known Englishman who might or 
might not have a check coming from 
home, but suggested that some kind- 
hearted individual might be found 
somewhere in the village. Hampton 
was grateful. 
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Strolling toward the outskirts of 
town, he came upon exactly what he 
wanted, a neat, little cottage sitting 
back from the road a bit, and look- 
ing very homelike and hospitable. 
His rap at the door was answered by 
a good-looking, middle-aged Madame 
to whom he explained the circum- 
stances of his plight, and of whom 
he begged the favor of shelter for 
the night. 

"Certainement, Monsieur,” she re- 
plied, ushering him into a plain, lit- 
tle living room. "You have walked 
a long way, and you are tired. It 
is only right that you have rest and 
sleep.” 

"But where is the Monsieur?” 
•sked Hampton, gazing curiously 
about the room. 

The Madame explained that her 
husband had gone on a journey from 
which he had yet to return. 

"But what does it matter?” she 
asked naively. "Monsieur, the Eng- 
lishman, is most 
welcome never- 
theless.” 

She con- 
ducted him to 
the room he was 
to occupy, and 
explained that 
inasmuch as it 
led from the 
room in which 
she herself slept, 
it might be well 
were he to retire 
first. 

"And in the 
morning,” she 
said, "do not 
rise until six, 
please. For 
then I, too, 
shall have risen, 
and you may 


2 ? 

pass through my chamber without 
tear of embarrassment.” 

Hampton thanked her profusely 
and retired. Being weary from his 
long walk, he slept soundly and 
awoke in the morning feeling much 
refreshed. He wondered, while 
dressing, if the Monsieur had re- 
turned home during the night, but 
assumed that he had. Then glanc- 
ing at his wrist watch, he saw that 
the time was many minutes past six. 
Doubtless Monsieur and Madame 
were up and waiting breakfast for 
him. He opened the door of hij 
room and stepped boldly into the 
adjoining chamber. 

Mon Dieu! Surely, there was 
some mistake! There was no Mon- 
sieur to be seen, but the Madame was 
very much in evidence. She had not 
yet risen, much less left the room! 
In fact, she was reclining upon the 
bed in voluptuous abandon, appar- 
ently sound asleep. As the night 
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"I had the pleasantest dream 
about you,” she told him. 


Had been warm, she Had neglected to 
wear the usual sleeping garment and 
allowed the single coverlet to slip to 
the floor! 

Hampton gasped as he glimpsed 
Her unconcealed charms so tempt- 
ingly disclosed, and would have 
stumbled back through the doorway 
had she not opened her eyes at that 
moment and seen him regarding her. 

‘'What, Monsieur?” she exclaimed, 
starting up with flushed cheeks and 
bright eyes. 

"A thousand pardons!” He stam- 
mered. "As it is past six, I assumed 
that Madame would be in the living 
room, else I should not have entered 
here.” 

"Ah!” she said softly. "It is the 
big mistake. I forgot to inform 
Monsieur that I have the habit of 
oversleeping. But what does it mat- 
ter, Monsieur?” 


"Er — it is nothing, I suppose,” 
stammered Hampton, “unless, per- 
haps, my untimely intrusion has been 
embarrassing for Madame.” 

Her smile broadened; her bright 
eyes grew warm and glowing. 
Slowly rising to a sitting posture, she 
slid long, bare legs over the edge of 
the bed, and sat for a moment sau- 
cily regarding him. Then she rose 
and moved forward. 

"It is nothing,” she murmured in 
low tones. "For last night, I 
dreamed of the good-looking Mon- 
sieur, and there were no doors be- 
tween us!” 

Hampton coughed and dropped 
his gaze. "But the Monsieur, Ma- 
dame’s husband, did he not return 
in the night?” 

"No, my friend,” she answered. 
"Several months ago he went on a 
journey, and I did not expect him to 
{turn to page 59) 
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MAD, BAD, 
BABY 


By Eldon Lynch 


The Story So Far: 

Julie Rose, a little dancer known 
as “Broadway Baby,” bitterly resents 
it when Dad Kinney, her platonic 
“sugar daddy” pays attention to an- 
other woman. To make him jealous 
she asks Philip Eliot, a prominent ar- 
tist, to make love to her before Dad. 
He does so, but Dad seems not to 
care, so Julie desperately suggests that 
Philip and she marry. After a hasty 
marriage she telephones Dad, but in- 
stead of being en- 
raged or jealous he 
congratulates her! 

Julie is heartbrok- 
en and dazedly 
consents to accom- 
pany her unwant- 
ed husband on a 
“business” trip to 
Boston, by boat. 

By accident she 
finds three paint- 
ings of a nude wo- 
man in Philip’s 
suitcase, and, 
shortly afterward, 
sees him walking He swept 
the deck with the her hungrily 
woman who posed to him, kissing 
for the pictures! her rapturously. 


She believes he planned to meet her 
on the boat. 

After Julie has gone to bed she is 
awakened by a searchlight shining in 
her face. A strange man, muttering 
something about the “sketches,” is 
entranced by her beauty and makes 
love to her. Seemingly hynocized by 
his caresses, she makes no resistance 
and is horrified to find herself re- 
sponding. , . X 










S UDDENLY the lights were 
switched on' and the next mo- 
ment the man beside her was 
wrenched violently away. Still lethar- 
gic from the unknown intruder’s sens- 
uous love-making, Julie glanced up 
and saw Philip, white with anger, deal 
a blow that sent the white-haired man 
reeling. There was no fight, not even 
a quarrel. The intruder skulked sil- 
ently away, nursing his cheek, and 
Philip locked the 
door behind him. 

"So he’s got 
you, too, has he?” 
he asked of the be- 
w i 1 d e r e d girl. 

Then, .as she only 
stared, puzzled, he 
laughed harshly. 

"Or is he another 
’platonic’ friend, 
like Dad?” 

"Why I never 
saw this man be- 
fore!” she exclaim- 
ed, outraged. "I 
was asleep to-night 
when he came in. 

I heard him say 
something about 
some sketches. He 
never even knew I 
was here until I sort of screamed a 
little. Then, he seemed to forget 
what he’d come for. He — well, he 
kissed me and, I don’t know, I just 
felt too weak to call out ...” 
"Don’t you know that that is Old 
Fascination, who boasts of being able 
to 'get’ any woman he wants?” 

Disgust seized her at this startling 
information. She had heard plenty 
about the man whom the show girls 
all called "Old Fascination.” Many 
times she had listened scornfully to 
their vivid stories of the old man’s 
amorous conquests, of his strange and 


unfailing power. Now she shud- 
dered, filled with horror at her own 
weakness. She should have killed the 
loathesome creature! He was, un- 
doubtedly, taking advantage of a 
foolish superstition that some silly 
woman had started. Strange power 
indeed! She almost wished for an- 
other chance in which to prove what 
little power he had over her, at least. 
There was no doubt that the man 
knew how to love, 
how to please a 
woman’s senses. 
He could, she 
thought, make 
surrender a very 
pleasant thing, but 
to make it an in- 
evitable and cer- 
tain thing — that 
she did not believe. 
It amused her to 
learn that Philip 
believed in it. 

"His wife is on 
board, too,” he 
went on, morosely, 
"She’s very bcauti- 
ful'and he’s terrib- 
ly jealous of her.” 
Julie began to 
understand. That 
tawny-haired woman, then, was Old 
Fascination’s wife, and he was jealous 
of her! He had entered the state- 
room to-night in search of those 
sketches of her! And after he got 
them, then what? Would he be sat- 
isfied to destroy them? Or would 
that one, wickedly inviting painting 
make him want to avenge himself on 
the man who had painted it? Julie 
was uneasy. Not that it mattered 
what happened to Philip, but murder 
is a very mussy business whoever the 
victim is. 

"Well, run back to your deck 


Fashions in Love 

T ADY in your underwear 
JL/I could kiss you half to death, 
Fondle you and find you fair 
As we mingle breath with breath. 

Dimpled shoulders sigh for love; 
Through your frail brassiere I see 
Twin delights you cannot hide 
Fashioned just for ecstasy. 

Don’t put on that evening gown 
Though it makes the others stare, 
I prefer you as you are, — 

Love. me in your underwear ! 

— By Jed Ross. 
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chair,” she said, suddenly conscious 
of her disheveled self, "I must get 
some beauty sleep.” 

"You don’t look as though you 
needed much,” he remarked, unable 
to take his eyes from the delectable 
picture she presented, "and' I’m not 
going to run along. You’re my wife, 
and as long as there are men like that 


She, too, closed her eyes. 

The guttural, eerie sound of a fog 
horn awakened her. She couldn’t 
have slept long, because it was still 
dark outside, but in the sliort time 
she had slept a storm had blown up. 
She could hear the patter and swish’ 
of rain on the deck outside, and the 
boat itself pitched and tossed fright- 





P bilip, white with 

anger, sent the 
other man reeling. 


old fool, I intend to stay here and 
protect you.” 

Their eyes met, locked, hers defi- 
ant, his burningly triumphant. At 
last she turned away, pulled the cov- 
ers up to her shoulders and mumbled 
a grudging "g’night!” After a brief 
silence she heard little sounds that in- 
dicated he was undressing. A few 
moments afterward he climbcJ up 
into the top berth. He remained 
quiet and motionless for so long that 
die surmised he had gone to sleep. 


eningly. The movement increased 
until she began to wonder if there 
was any danger. 

Well, might as well read, she knew 
she couldn’t sleep while the boat tip- 
ped like that. She pulled on the bed- 
light, leaned out over the edge of the 
bed to reach for a magazine. The 
boat, suddenly tilting, dipped so low 
that she lost her balance and wa* 
thrown on the floor. Before she 
could rise, a leg swung out from the 
top berth and Thilip jumped down. 

(turn over] 
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“Until 

'4\ tonight ” 
he said 
in 

farting. 




He cradled Her slight form in his 
arms, his eyes fixed anxiously upon 
her. “Not hurt, are you, dear?” he 
questioned. 

“No. Put me down, please.” 

He reluctantly placed her in the 
berth, then sighed loudly. “Lord, I 
don’t know which are most becom- 
ing to you, rompers, or pajamas!” he 
said, smiling down at her. 

She continued to stare at him ston- 
ily, and, after a moment, he leaned 
over, buried his head in the lace at 
her breast. “Julie!” he w-hispered un- 
steadily, his hands on her shoulders, 
“Julie, why are you so mean to me? 
Don’t you like me at all!” 

“No, I don’t. You have no strange 
power over women!” she replied 
mockingly. 

“But you have over men!” he 
cried, his lips burning through the 
s : lk of her blouse. “Julie, Julie, I 
want you, awfully!” His eyes beg- 
ged, implored her. 

"How much longer must I endure 


this?" she inquired acidly. How 
dared he act like that? The memory 
of those paintings in his suitcase 
seared her with all their hateful im- 
lications. “If you persist in he- 
aving so abominably, I'll take a deck 
chair!” 

“Wrong. You are going to stay 
right here with me where you belong. 
I married you because of a foolish! 
whim that you had, but that was be- 
fore I knew how desire could torture 
a man. I’d do anything for you, you 
know I would! Why can’t you help 
me? Let me hold you, kiss you, at 
least.” Then, as she remained cold 
and silent, he gripped her shoulders 
hard. His breath came jerkily. The 
veins in his forehead showed, bluc,- 
trcmbling. He bit his lips in a strug- 
gle for control. 

Angered at his clutch upon her 
shoulders, she twisted sharply about. 
Her movement loosened the slender 
ribbon straps of her pajama blouse. 
Hastily she endeavored to replace the 
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severed garment, but he held her arms 
down, his eyes frankly feasting upon 
the beauty thus uncovered- With an 
incoherent, pagan cry he swept her 
hungrily to his breast, bending her 
head far back with the fierceness of 
his kisses. When the torment within 
him had been somewhat appeased, he 
allowed her to sink back, exhausted, 
on the pillow. 

‘'Don’t be too angry, my dear- 
est,” he whispered and, with a linger- 
ing glance at her, he reluctantly 
climbed up into the top berth. 

For a long, long time, she lay mo- 
tionless in the dark, living over and 
over again those mad, passionate mo- 
ments when Philip’s lips had claimed 
and possessed hers. Useless to deny 
that his touch had thrilled her as she 
had never known a woman could be 


No second-hand love for her, thank 
you! She regretted having allowed 
him a single kiss. 

Sleep was impossible after that for 
her, though the deep, measured 
breathing of her husband assured her 
that he, at least had fallen asleep. 
She lay and watched dawn creep 
through the shuttered window. 

Stealthy footsteps in the corridor 
caused her to sit up, alert and listen- 
ing. In the dimness she saw a white 
square slide under the door. A let- 
ter, apparently! She waited, while 
the soft footfalls died away, then# 
noiselessly she rose, stole across the 
room and took the envelope. It was 
not sealed, and, regardless of the name 
"Philip Eliot,” scrawled across the 
message, she opened it, praying that 
he would not awake. There was just 



thrilled. Useless, too, to deny that 
she longed, with every' throbbing 
nerve of her to call him back, to give 
him the love he had wanted so badly. 
Then, recalling those paintings, the 
brazen-haired woman with her kiss- 
provoking mouth, Julie froze again. 


one line, hastily written in a decided- 
ly feminine hand. 

Destroy the pictures at once or 
my husband will kill us. 

In less than an hour, the ship 
would dock at Boston and, without 
a doubt, Old Fascination would 
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March for the paintings as soon as 
they landed. There was no time to 
waste. She hated her husband, so 
she told herself very vehemently sev- 
eral times, but she couldn’t stand by 
and see him murdered in cold blood. 


Ginger Stories 

He chuckled but did not turn, so 
very quickly she re-arranged the 
contents of his suitcase and softly 
closed it. Then she dressed. 

"We dock soon, better hurry,” she 
said briefly and went out on deck. 



"If I find he's painted a picture of you , I'll kill hvm" her 
husband yelled. 


Tearing the letter in tiny bits she 
tucked the pieces away in a pocket 
of her suitcase, and then, keeping 
one eye upon the sleeping man in 
the top berth, she opened his suitcase 
and extracted the rolled drawings. 
Hastily she unwrapped them, placed 
them in her own suitcase and then 
wrapped the paper around a maga- 
zine, so that, if Philip looked, he 
would think the paintings were still 
there. 

"Not up already, Julie?’’ Philip's 
voice drawled sleepily. 

"Yes— I m. I’m dressing. Don’t 
look!” she managed to mumble, de- 
spite the fright caused by his ques- 
tion. 


There was no sign of Old Fascina- 
tion or his beautiful wife and she 
was rather relieved. She sat alone 
on a small folding chair, her troub- 
led eyes fixed unseeingly on the wa- 
ter below. When they began to near 
the dock, she rose and went back to 
the stateroom. 

Philip was just leaving, carrying 
both suitcases, but she insisted upon 
having her own and, surprised and 
not a little displeased, he finally sur- 
rendered it. 

There was a large crowd below, 
waiting for the gang plank to be 
lowered, but nowhere could she see 
the two people she hated. Filing up 
the plank, sometime later however 
(turn to i vw« 571 






By 

Lester 

Roberts 
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The Bird In 
The Jilted Cage 


J TORRINGTON SMELL was 
not a wrestler, but he had 
* spent a goodly portion of his 
twenty-nine years in cither falling or 
being thrown over. He had been 
falling for girls for fifteen years, 
and fourteen years had been 
spent in being thrown over by the 
girls he fell for. Now the composer 


of three successful musical comedies 
in collaboration with his friend Kel- 
sey Hammond, he found himself 
once more left in the lurch. 

Peggy Black was the offender this 
time, Peggy Black, the diminutive 
and peppy star of the first two Smell- 
Hammond music shows. J. Torring- 
ton had actually managed to stay en- 
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A lovely ghl was 
just getting out of 
fbe tub when in 
he stumbled , a very 
much scared Knight 
of the Bath. 



gaged to Peggy for three consecutive 
months, but at the last moment she 
had packed up and eloped with an 
Argentine beef baron and gone off 
to live in a South American castle, 
leaving her fiance and his new show 
in an embarrassing predicament. 

“Oh. it’s terrible!” J. Torrington 
groaned when Kelsey Hammond, 
with whom he shared a luxurious 
Park Avenue apartment, broke the 
news. 

Kelsey grinned. ''You got all the 
best of it, my lad!” he stated with 
conviction. “You’re lucky and don't 
know it.” 

“But, Kelsey. I loved the girl!” 

"A man’s a fool to fall for some 
nitwit dame and let her get him all 
google-eyed. Me, I hate the sight of 
the creatures!” 

“But you don’t know what real 


love is, Kelsey!” 

Smell sat down at the ornate grand 
piano and strummed the keys reflec- 
tively, producing soft and melan- 
choly chords. "It’s beyond me how 
you, a woman-hater, can write such 
soul-stirring love lyrics,” he said. 

Kelsey grinned. “Oh, it’s easy. I 
just close my eyes and say to myself 
'Well, what would you write if you 
were damned fool enough to be in 
love?’ Then whatever I write, well, 
there I am.” 

Smeli sighed mournfully: "Well, I 
guess Peggy is well on her way to 
South America by this time.” 

Hammond started. “Yes! We’ve 
gotta dig up a 'new soprano for the 
rehearsals. Here, let’s see, somebody 
was telling me about a young dame 
with a good voice and not much ex- 
perience. She might take the job 
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during rehearsals until Katz and 
Kohn sign up some other star for us. 
Can’t hold up the rest of the cast just 
because one dame decides to take a 
run-out powder. Oh, here’s the ad- 
dress, over on Sixth Avenue. Take 
a run up that way, won’t you, and 
look this chicken up?” 

Smell took the slip of paper. 

It wax a shabby-fooking brick 
dwelling which bore the number cor- 
responding to that on the slip which 
J. Torrington Smell consulted. He 
mounted the worn stone steps and 
pulled an old-fashioned bell-handle. 

A slatternly woman opened the 
door. J. Torrington doffed his hat, 
glanced at his memorandum again, 
and, clearing his voice, politely in- 
quired "Is this where Miss Donna 
Hissup lives?” 

The woman regarded him with ap- 
parent suspicion: "What do you 

want?” 

”1 heard she was looking for an en- 
gagement, and — ” 

His grim-visaged interlocutress re- 
lented a little. "Oh,” she said, open- 
ing the door a little wider. "A job 
for her, eh? Well, you can come in. 
It’s time she was landin’ somethin'. 
She owes two weeks’ board bill. Go 
right upstairs. She’s on the third 
floor back. Go right up.” 

As he mounted the first flight of 
stairs, he heard a voice, pure and mel- 
odious, emanating from the regions 
above. When he reached the room 
from which the singing came, en- 
tranced by the voice, he forgot the 
formality of knocking. Grasping the 
door-knob impatiently, he turned it 
and shoved. J. Torrington stum- 
bled awkwardly into the room and 
was met by a horrified shriek of dis- 
may. 

He raised his eyes and beheld a 
very beautiful and very nude young 


woman! 

He staggered back, his eyes roving 
the tiny room as though seeking es- 
cape. Why, it was a bathroom and 
this young woman was just stepping 
out of the tub when he opened the 
door! 

"I beg your pardon!” he gulped 
and stammered dismally. 

The girl threw a bath-towel about 
her, it covered her most incompletely, 
and glared through her blushes. 
"How dare you!” she stormed. 
"Didn’t you hear me singing?” she 
demanded. 

"Yes,” he repeated. "I heard you. 
That’s why I came in.” 

"Well, when you live in a place 
like this, singing means to stay out. 
That’s why I was singing because 
there wasn’t any lock on the bath- 
room door.” 

He managed to open the door un- 
der discussion. "I’m sorry!” he 
pleaded. "I didn’t realize — ” 

She shoved him out and slammed 
the door after him. “The idea! she 
sniffed. 

He ventured to tap on the closed 
portal. "I beg your pardon, but I’m 
looking for someone,” he protested 
feebly. 

"Well, look some other place. I 
want to come out of here and I have- 
n't my bathrobe.” 

"But — bur can you tell- me where 
to look?” he persisted. 

"Where to look for what?” 

"Why, for Miss Donna Hissup.” 
"What are you, a bill-collector?” 
"No. I want to see her about a 
singing position. Do you know her? 

"Know her?” the voice was no 
longer fretful. "I am her! A sing- 
ing position, did I hear you say, or 
are my ears deceiving me?” 

"You are Donna Hissup. then? 
Oh, I was sure o£ it when I heard 
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your voice!” And absent-mindedly, 
J. Torrington Smell opened the bath- 
room door again. 

There came another shriek and 
then something warm and wet, some- 
thing that felt like a bath towel, was 
flung over his uncovered head, mask- 
ing his face and eyes. Something soft 
and yielding bumped into him. He 
reeled, and felt a perfumed presence 
run past him with a little excited gig- 


Oh, Kelsey! She’s the most won- 
derful, stunning, ravishing creature.” 
Hammond peered at J. Torrington 
Smell quizzically. "My lord, have 
you fallen again?” 

Smell explained blushingly: "And 
—and she's going to have dinner with 
me tonight!” 

"Where?” 

"Here.” 

"Oh, hell! That means I’ve gotta 



gle. By the time he had untangled 
himself from the bath towel and 
blinked his eyes, the bathroom door 
was open and he was alone in the 
hall. 

A soft voice called to him from be- 
hind a door a little further up the 
hall. "If you won’t be so impatient, 
I II put on some clothes and we can 
talk like civilized human beings in- 
stead of naked savages.” 

"No savage could sing like that,” 
J. Torrington protested. 

"Well, did you find her?” Kelsey 
Hammond looked up as his co-work- 
er entered the apartment a bit later. 


go out! Damn women, anyhow.” 

But J. Torrington didn’t hear him. 
He was busy at the piano composing 
a new love-song. 

Later that evening, Hammond, 
pausing before he went out, shook an 
admonitory finger at his partner. 
"Remember whar Peggy did to you!” 
he said in warning tones. "Don’t go 
putting your foot into another mess 
like that!” 

"The trouble with you,” said Kel- 
sey Hammond to J. Torrington Smell 
over their breakfast coffee three 
weeks later, "is that you're too slow. 
You don’t know an opportunity 
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when you see one, and even if you 
recognized it you'd be too dumb to 
take advantage of it.” 

"What do you mean?” asked J. 
Torrington. 

"I’m talking about this Hissop fe- 
male. You’re crazy about her, aren’t 
you?” 

Smell shook his head. "I’ve sent 
her flowers and candy and raised her 
pay and promised her the understudy 
role in the show and she just smiles 
at me and says 'Thank you’ and that’s 
all I get.” 

"Listen, kid! You know that 
dame’s got a voice and lots of It — she 
could hold down the lead herself and 
get away with it like a million bucks, 
and you know it. What’s the an- 
swer?” 

"I don’t know. 

What is the an- 
swer?” 

"You boob! Ar- 
range for her to get 
the lead part — on 
condition, see?” Ww/fA 

"oh, i couldn’t 
do that!” 

"Why not? It’s * 
being done every 
day. They like it, 

I tell you! Fair ex- 
change is no rob- 
bery.” 

"But how could I 
go about it?” 

"Ohj that’s a 
mere detail!” Ham- 
mond said with an 
airy wave of his 
hand. "Leave ev- 
erything to me, 
kid!” 

So J. Torrington Smell left every- 
thing to Kelsey Hammond, and two 
nights later the stage was set. Donna 
Hissup was invited up to their apart- 


ment to go over certain interpola- 
tions in the score of the show, and* 
incidentally, for a snack of supper. 

When she arrived, J. Torrington 
was alone. "Where is Mr. Hamond?” 
she asked as he awkwardly helped her 
to remove her evening ■wrap. 

"He, he had to go out,” her vis-a- 
vis explained with a flush. ,c You’ll 
stay for a bite anyhow, won’t you?” 
They ate, and retired to the com- 
fortable living room. Smell sat at 
the piano, and for twenty or thirty 
minutes they devoted themselves to 
the music under discussion. Then 
Smell swung about. 

"Miss Hissup, Donna, how would 
you like to have the lead in our show, 
instead of just the understudy part?” 



"You mean Vm to be the hading 
lady?” she gasped unbelievingly . 


he asked. 

She rose from where she sat. her 
breath coming in sharp gasps. "The 

— the lead?” she said in unbelieving 
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As the bath towel struck him, a per- 
fumed presence swept past him with 

a g'&gle- 


amazement. 

He nodded. 

"But, you’re jok- 
ing?” 

“I’m not! Here 
is the contract, see?” 

He showed her the 
ready - prepared 
form that represent- 
ed everything she 
had dreamed of for 
years. 

She sank down on 
a chnr, limply. 

“Oh, it can’t be 
true!” she said slow- 
ly- 

“But it is!” he 
said. And then he 
did a curious thing. 

He took the con- 
tract and its dupli- 
cate and deliberate- 
ly strode over to the 
wall-safe at one side 
of the room, opened 
it, and carefully 
placed the papers within its steel con- 
fines. He set a hand and twirled a 
dial. The door snicked shut. 

She looked at him curiously. “Why 
did you do that?” 

He blushed heavily and his voice 
squeaked as he answered. “That’s a 
time-lock safe,” he told her, "and it’s 
set for seven tomorrow morning. It 
can’t be opened until then.” 

She stared at him questioningly. 

He tried to explain. "The con- 
tract is yours, when the safe opens, 
if you’ll wait for it.” 

Understanding came to her sud- 
denly. She rose to unsteady feet. 
"I'll take my wrap, please!” she said. 

He was taken aback. The thing 
wasn't going according to Ham- 
mond’s premeditated plot at all! She 
was turning him down! 


It was nine the next morning when 
Kelsey Hammond returned to the 
apartment. J. Torrington Smell was 
dressed; there were blue circles under 
his bespectacled eyes. Donna Hissup 
was gone, the wall-safe was open, and 
the signed duplicate was on the table* 

“Did it work* old timer?” Kelsey; 
asked jovially. 

“She left at seven-thirty thi* 
morning with the contract,” Smell 
answered. 

“Atta baby! Old Don Juan him- 
self!" And Kelsey Hammond smote 
his partner a mighty thwack on the 
back. 

Exactly thirty days from that 
morning, with Donna Hissup a 
smashing success in the Smell -Ham- 
mond musical hit, Kelsey Hammond 
looked keenly at his partner over 
(fern to page 56) 
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Slowly her body 
began to sway to 
the wild tune on 
the phonograph. 


By Malcolm MacGregor 


I TT WAS Mareea, the golden skin- 
I ned, black haired, petite half- 
caste girl, who had prevented 
Tuan Jim Holiday from visiting the 
meager civilization of Moari for more 
than six months. Now as his 
schooner came in out of the coral sea 
and anchored at the cove of Moari, 
his first thoughts were of her. The 


thoughts were pleasant memories of 
the past mixed with a certain dread 
of the future. 

That first time he set foot on 
Moari, the half caste Polynesian had 
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given herself to 
him as completely 
and unreservedly 
as only such a 
girl will bestow 
her affections on 
anyone who 
really touches her 
heart. Because 
he was lonesome 
and found that 
she was the an- 
swer to all his de- 
sires, Tuan Jim 
had taken all she 
so willingly of- 
fered. 

But Tuan Jim 
was new to the 
tropics then and 
had heard 
strange tales of 
what happened 
to white men 
who took natives 
or half castes for 
sweethearts, and 
had run away 

even when he wanted to stay. He 
had also heard how fickle is the af- 
fection of a half caste, and since an 
unpleasant affair with a woman in 
the States had driven him to the 
South Seas, he was not anxious to 
have it repeated. He had come to 
love Mareea greatly and had post- 
poned his visit to Moari because he 
feared a meeting with her would 
cause him to weaken. But business 
for his copra plantation, a small 
island several hundred miles from 
Moari, had made it necessary for him 
to return. 

As soon as his boat anchored, he 
hurried up the beach to the one hotel 
Moari had to offer. Two men and 
one woman were seated on the ver- 
anda, and although he knew only 
one of the men, he nodded pleasantly 


Tepeta almost gasped 
as his strong arms 
bound her tightly to 
him. 




to the trio. When he entered the 
hotel he heard a whispered conver- 
sation among them and felt certain 
his affair with Mareea was the topic 
of it. 

It was not until dinner that he 
met the woman. She was young and 
quite pretty, with a mischievous 
twinkle in her dark eyes that should 
rrot have been there. She was intro- 
duced to him as Betty Bettison, wife 
of die new missionary to the Moari 
district. At that moment, her hus- 
band was carrying on a religious 
campaign among natives in a group 
of atolls some distance from Moari. 
He had feared the heat would be too 
intense for his wife to accompany 
him, and had left her in the meager 
civilization of Moari. 

[Tuan Jim found her quite inter- 
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esting, and long after dinner was 
over sat on the mosquito-netted ver- 
anda alone with her. For one so 
young, and particularly as the wife 
of an island missionary, she seemed 
to know much of life and possessed 
a great love for it. 

“I hear you are the one white man 
who has been able to resist the lure 
of native and half-caste girls,” she 
said suddenly. 

Tuan Jim looked at her with sur- 
prise for a moment; then, with a 
smile he admitted that affairs with 
native girls were not included in his 
weaknesses. 

“Then you haven’t met Pcpcta, 
have you?” asked the woman. 

“I don’t think I ever heard of her,” 
admitted Tuan Jim. 

“Then you should know her be- 
fore you pass judgment on half-caste 
g.'r! Pepeta is the embodiment of 
all life, love and passion, and wor- 
sh'ps only pleasure.” 

"Hasn’t your husband tried to 
convert her?” 

"I'm afraid my husband has 
reached the point where he is ready 



to admit he can never do anything 
for her. You should meet her some- 
time.” 

“Thanks, but I am quite content 
without her acquaintance.” 

“But she is very beautiful, especi- 
ally in the moonlight. Her hair is 
long and jet black, her eyes are large 
and dark and one look from them 
is enough to make any man forget 
himself. To see her strolling along 
the beach or beneath the trees at 
night makes one think of Diana. I 
always feel that men are the object 
of her hunt.” 

Tuan Jim thought it rather strange 
conversation for the wife of a mis- 
sionary, but he had seen before 
strange emotions brought to the sur- 
face by the tropic moon. He made 
no comment, and a short time later, 
after a promise to take Betty Betti- 
son for an inspection of his schooner 
next day, retired to his room. 

He had been in his room only a 
short time, writing several letters he 
intended to mail the next day, when 
he heard a faint rattling at the bam- 
boo screen over the window that led 
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out into the garden. Looking up he 
saw a dainty, tapering leg, with a 
small leis encircling the ankle, pro- 
ject its way over the sill. 

The leg was so pretty, with its gol- 
den hue made all the more sensuous 
in the moonlight, that he watched 
eagerly at another leg came over the 
window sill to join it. Dimpled 
knees came next into view, then well 
moulded thighs. He expected to see 
a naked girl enter the room from 
behind the bamboo screen, but as 
the body came further into view he 
saw that a gaudy sash had been tied 
about her hips, with a great knot in 
front. Then, with a sudden bound, 
the girl leaped into the room, and he 
saw that the sash was her only article 
of clothing, ■ except Iris about the 
neck and wrists and lotus blossoms 
in her hair. 

For a moment Tuan Jim had 
feared it was Mareea, for he knew 
she would recognize his schooner in 
the harbor and would come hunting 
for him. But instead it was a 
stranger who faced him with a flash- 
ing -mile of pearly teeth. The girl 
stood just inside the window, her 
smile becoming more sensuous as her 
great dark eyes surveyed his athletic 
body. 

"Good evening, Mistaire Man,” 
she said slowly in a droning voice 
that was almost a caress. 

"Who are you?” demanded Tuan 
Jim. 

* I am Pepeta, the desire of all men. 
And I have come to see Mistaire 
Tuan Jecm.” 

"I am Tuan Jim Holiday. What 
do you wish?” 

"Ah, Mistaire Tuan Jeem! Men 
do not talk so to Pepeta. Ah, no, 
never! And especially, Mistaire 
Tuan Jeem, when I have come to 
dance for them.” 

. "f’P? afraid you have made a mis- 


take, girl. I don't even know you.” 

"Ah, no, but before morning Mis- 
taire Tuan Jeem will know Pepeta 
very well and will want her to come 
back always to dance for him and 
love him!” 

Before Tuan Jim could say any- 
thing further, the girl walked across 
the room, turned on the phonograph,- 
then glided to the center of the room. 
It was a tango and not the sobbing 
notes of a South Sea number that 
came from the battered machine, but 
it seemed the sort of wild music that 
suited the girl. 

For several tense moments she 
stood with one hand on her hip and 
her head thrown back as she listened 
to the music, then slowly her body 
started to sway as she began a dance 
of her own conception. It was a 
weird, sensuous thing that called to 
all that was wild in Tuan Jim, and 
he felt himself growing weak as he 
watched her. 

As the Phallic gods put into dances 
all their desires, so did the girl, and 
Tuan Jim felt the blood pounding at 
his temples with the same great de- 
sires. Each move of the girl made 
him want to crush her in his arms 
so tightly it would hurt her, yet he 
wanted to caress her bare shoulders 
tenderly; he wanted to kiss her lips 
more vehemently than he had ever 
kissed anyone, and wanted' her to lie 
passive in his arms. It was not love, 
but carnal desire. He knew now 
why white men went mad over half- 
caste girls, and felt that it must have 
been real love he possessed for Mareea 
because she had only called to the 
tender romance in him. 

But he was not thinking of Mareea 
or anyone else as he watched the 
sway of Pepeta ’s hips, the flash of her 
dark eyes as she let him know she 
found hi^m desirable; her bare breasts 
that seemed polished gold in the pale 


'She is a white devil. Do not let her deceive you as she did the others 
urged Mareea while the other girl cowered before her. 


light of the two oil lamps and fired 
his blood, and the appeal of her ex- 
tended arms. 

Before the dance had been com- 
pleted, he leaped suddenly to his feet 
and gathered her tightly in his arms. 
Pepeta went willingly to him and 
held her lips ready to meet his. It 
was such a kiss as he had never be- 
fore known. It was the answer to 
all passion, yet the keynote to more. 
With his lips pressed tightly to hers. 


he lifted her bodily from the floor 
and carried her to fhe bed. 

As he dropped down on the bed 
beside her, Pepeta began running her 
fingers through his hair and cares- 
sing his cheeks as she murmured soft 
little words of endearment and of- 
fered no objections to the liberties 
he took with his hands. Every few 
moments she leaned over and gave 
him another of those strange kisses 
while he pressed her body close to his 

(turn over ) 



a 

ofcn. 

Ejch kiss brought the blood 
pounding more heavily at his temples 
and called to all that his body had 
hungered for so long. When he 
could resist no longer, he forced her 
back upon the bed where he let her 
lay for several moments while he 
feasted his eyes upon her enchanting 
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ward the twin oil lamps that hung 
suspended from the ceiling in the 
middle of the room. Before he 
reached them, however, a rattling of 
the bamboo screen at the same win- 
dow where she had entered attracted 
his attention. 

Looking up he saw Mareea glide 
into the room. Her eyes swept past 




body. Then, with a wild cry that 
came from a knowledge that he pos- 
sessed her tor the moment at least, he 
kissed her hair, her lips, her bare 
shoulders and breasts. When his 
hand reached down to unfasten the 
knot that held the sash about her 
hips, she placed her hand restrain- 
ing^’ over his. 

"Mistaire Tuan Jeem will turn out 
the lights first, no?” she asked. 

Amused that a girl like Pepeta 
should make this request, Tuan Jim 
arose from the bed and started tx»- 


Tuan Jim to the bed where Pepeta 
lay, then back to him. 

"Tuan Jim has let her deceive him, 
too? ’ she asked. 

"Mareea! What are you doing 

here?” demanded Tuan Jim. 

"I have come to protect my man, 
Tuan Jim. Long ago when we 
walked together on the beach in the 
moonlight you say you belong to me 
and I belong to you. So I never go 
to anyone else. Always I stay true 
to Tuan Jim. But Tuan Jim if 
frightened because I am not a white 
( turn to poff* 55) 




The simplicity of the posing adSs greatly to the attractiveness 
4 * of the picture 
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The Cat’s Meow! 



L E L A N D Hannum’s arms 

tightened about Nan’s slender 
shoulders. Slowly his lips 
touched hers. She had been strug- 
gling, but now delightfully she re- 
laxed. 

The little mandolin clock on the 
mantelpiece tinkled musically. Nan 

sat up straight at the sound. .With a 


soft exclamation she pushed Leland 
from her and jumped to her feet. 

"Look, Lee, at the time! We’re 
mad! Jack may come in at any mo- 
ment. He mustn’t find us here like 
this.” She rushed to the mirror and 
with little feminine pats and pulls 
smoothed her tumbled golden curls 
and her charm ing teagown of peach- 
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bloom chiffon. *■' 

"Come!” She put out her dimpled 
hand and caught his large brown one 
and with a coquettish laugh led him 
from the room. 

In the hall, she stopped long 
enough to brush his cheeks with her 
long eyelashes — her "Butterfly Kiss.” 
Then she led him through the library 
door, and into the booklined room, 
glowing and mellow in the waning 
afternoon light. 

Crossing to the table, she took a 
cigarette from a silver box. 

Quietly, Leland Hannum watched 
her. Without a word, he took a 
match box from his pocket and held 
a match for her. He was so tall and 
she so petite that she almost had to 
stand on tiptoe to light the cigarette 
held in her full red lips. 

He smiled down at her — the typi-, 
cal soldier, erect, bronzed, and silent 
with keen observant eyes and a firm- 
set mouth. 

Leaning over, he suddenly took the 
cigarette from her lips and kissed her. 

"JN T an, dear,” he said, "you're a 
pretty thing!” 

He squared his shoulders, took out 
a cigarette and, as he tapped it on 
his case, said quietly: 

"Who is our friend, the cat? 
When did she appear in our midst?” 

His eyes were on a china figure set 
on the flat desk under the window. 
It was an amusing cat, a grotesque 
conception. 

Huge preposterous whiskers stuck 
out from a mouth that at one mo- 
ment seemed to grin sardonically and 
at the next appeared merely a china 
cat’s china mouth. But the whiskers 
•only helped to give the cat its gro- 
tesquely human expression; it was 
the eyes that were really responsible 
for it. They were slanted in an in- 
sinuating subtle knowing way that 
gave them a mocking sinister watch- 
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fulness. 

"Isn’t it cute?” asked Nan. "Jack 
brought it in the other day. Some- 
thing fascinatingly uncanny about it, 
don’t you think? I’m crazy about 


Her.” 

Leland lighted his cigarette 
thoughtfully. Then he smiled 
strangely and said: 

"Yes, there is a grotesquerie about 





the animal. Wonder where Jack 
picked it up?” He laughed. "\ou 
know. Nan, I think there’s some- 
thing strangely like Jack himself in 
that cat! 

"Yes,” Leland continued in a curi- 
ously flat ominous tone. "I’ve seen 
your husband look exactly like that, 
especially when he’s been watching 
you and me.” 

He turned keen eyes on Nan’s 
troubled face. 

"Oh, Lee, what do you mean? 
You can’t mean that Jack imagines 
that — ” She broke off abruptly. 

"That you are seeing too much of 
me?” Leland finished her sentence 
smoothly. "Well, I don’t know. 
There have been times when I have 
thought that he did suspect my feel- 
ings.” He laughed again, a short 
apologetic laugh. “Silly, I suppose. 
But sometimes I get hunches. Used 
to have them when I was in the 
trenches. I could always tell before- 
hand when gas was going to drift 
into our trench. I guess I got a sort 
of superstitious feeling about myself 
those days.” 

His eyes were again fixed thought- 
fully on the china cat grinning 
through the gathering evening sha- 
dows. 

“Oh, Lee, how fascinating!” Nan 
clasped her hands together excitedly. 

"It did come in handy for all of 
us once or twice — that hunch of 
mine,” he went on. "You see it was 
like this. I’ll give you an idea first 
of how our trench was so that you’ll 
see how difficult it was to forestall — ” 
He took a pencil and paper from his 
pocket and scribbled for a few sec- 
onds. Then he handed the paper 
to her. 

"That was our line,” he said. "The 
gas drifted down like that — where 
those arrows are. It might have 
ruined all our planSj as you can see.” 
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He was standing by her side. She 
stared at the paper and grew sud- 
denly rigid. The color faded slowly 
from her face. 

Leland Hannum laughed. With 
a swift strong motion he caught her 
up in his arms; he spoke passionately: 

"I want you, Nan! 1 can’t help 
it! You must listen. Let him go, 
let’s go away together. Lord! How 
I want you!” 

' Lee!’’ Nan found her voice. 
She struggled away from him. 
“How dare you take me in your 
arms? How dare you? You, of all 
men and I trusted you!” 

Leland seemed surprised. He 
started at her voice and stared at her 
closely. 

“But I thought — I thought that 
you cared for me, Nan.” His voice 
was shaking. 

“Cared for you?” There was a 
fine scorn in her tone. “Cared for 
you? I thought I liked you but I 
hate you now, Leland Hannum — 
hate you! Do you understand? I 
detest vou!” 

“But Nan—” 

His protest was cut short. 

“Go away,” she begged. “Leave 
me alone. I want to be alone. If 
you don’t go. I’ll tell my husband 
the whole truth, how you’ve tried to 
make love to me again and again. 
I’m sick of it. I tell you, I want only 
Jack, just Jack! Oh, why did I ever 
even flirt with you? I’m so 
ashamed.” 

“But I love you, Nan. I want 
you.” 

“Stop!” Her voice was sharp. 
“If you don’t go. I’ll ring for Mat- 
thew.” Her voice broke, she sank 
into a chair. 

“All right!” Leland turned away 
from her. “If you feel this way, 
I’ll go but I’ll stay away. Remem- 
ber that. I am no woman’s play- 
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thing.” 

Leland was gone. Nan sat in the 
chair, near die huge center table, 
staring with wide startled eyes at the 
china cat. Its eyes seemed more sin- 
ister, more questioning than ever. 

She straightened as her husband 
came into the room. He w'alked to 
her side, and she saw that he w'as in 
good humor. 

"Home so soon?" she said slowly. 
"I hadn't expected you for hours 
yet." 

Jack Pierce smiled. He was 
slightly inclined toward stoutness, 
and his small eyes, which usually 
seemed to glitter, were quite passive , 
now. 

“Rushed back,” he said in his 
thick peculiar tone. "Meeting went 
along a little faster than I had ex- 
pected. How about the 'Follies’ to- 
night?” 

“Splendid,” she replied. "A little 
music would be pleasant.” 

He leaned over, kissed her upon 
the forehead. 

“I’ll run along and phone for 
tickets,” he said and left the room. 

Nan listened to his foot -falls as he 
went up the stairs to his room. 
Again her eyes rested upon the grin- 
ning slanting eyes of the cat. 

Opening her left hand, she slowly 
uncreased the bit of white paper 
which Leland Hannum had scrawled 
upon. Again she read: 

"Dictaphone in the cat. Vi’ire un- 
der carpet to another room. Jack’s 
probably listening in. Kick me out 
viciously when I make love and then 
meet me tomorrow at the Club Lido 
at eight. How’s that for cat’s eyes?” 

Nan smiled a mischievous happy 
smile. She rose and walked to the 
humidor. As the note darned, she 
glanced again at the china car. 

Its eyes were delightfully w'icked. I 
It was such a clever tiling! I 
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Wan* laMratarlu, 205 IlMMlit St.. Emit. Haw.. 
Sul. H. 
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Chuck fail o’ fun 
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HEN your best girl has given you the 
atmosphere, don’t fret! 


Pick up a copy of Spicy Stories and soon you 
will be in the land of snappy fiction, witty jokes 
and lilting rhymes. 


Our artists know their stuff. 


You will search a long time before you see as 
cute babies and dapper males as are plastered all 
over Spicy Stories. They fairly ooze “it.” 


We recommend a copy of Spicy Stories for your 

broken heart. 


The price of the prescription is only two bits, 
surely a measley sum to chase those blues away. 


Here’s ginger and spice 
And everything nice 

That’s what this little magazine is made of. 
Buy your copy now! 




*4 
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Tropical Lure 




( Continued from page 46) 


woman. I have been true to Tuan 
Jim, but white woman has not been 
true to her man. Look!” 

Before Tuan Jim realized what she 
was about, Mareea ran across the 
room to the bed where Pepeta lay 
watching her with frightened eyes. 
With a quick movement, Mareea 
grasped the sash about the other 
girl’s hips and snatched it off. 

As Tuan Jim looked, he saw that 
the flesh the sash had covered was 
white. Pepeta was a white woman! 

"Don’t you know her, Tuan Jim?” 
demanded Mareea. "It is the wife of 
the missionary, who at night when 
her husband is away stains her body 
and becomes Pepeta. In the day she 
has all men’s respect, and at night se- 
lects her lovers. But Mareea has al- 
ways remained true to Tuan Jim.” 

As Tuan Jim stood looking at the 
two women, one who had fought for 
his love and the other for his pas- 
sion, the girl who had been Pepeta 
quickly picked up the sash, and 
wrapping it hurriedly about her hips, 
fled from the room through the 
same window she had entered. 

For several long moments after 
she had gone, Tuan Jim sat in a chair 
watching the window where she had 
disappeared. Then Mareea walked 
slowly over and knelt down beside 
him, taking one of his hands in both 
her own. 

"Will Tuan Jim now be afraid to 
take Mareea on to his island to live 
with him and love him always?” she 
asked. 

"We’ll go back in the morning, 
Mareea,” replied Tuan Jim, and 
stooping down, he lifted Mareea to 

him. 
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White fold effect case guar- 
anteed 25 years. B. R. 
model, famous regulator, stem 
wind and set, meial dial 
with raised numerals found 
only In expensive watches. 

A real time piece. Written 
Guarantee by Million Dollar 
factory. In addition to this 
magnificent watch you gtw 
absolutely FREE your choice 
of any of the articles 
pointed by arrow. Just checa Q °* Icclcy Dice** with 
mark the square and send ns Diamond Cut Brilliant 
your name and address Send your order TODAV before thta 
Special Offer Is withdrawn. Send no money — pay poruhan 
$3.8d plus postage or prepay your order and «c pay tbo 
postage. 

D ORO C0. f Box 90, Varltk Stt., New York, Oipt. KfC-2 
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Sterling Sllier Born- 
eboe Ring 

laperttd French Brier 
Pipe 

Deck of CerJi with 0,14 
Ugee 

Scout Knife With T*w 
Slides 

Chain end Knife 



pP^SELL FROM A 
MILLION DOLLAR STOCK^/ 

Skirts, Neckwear and Uo«!erwear. / 

No Subaocution*. 4 Hour Shipping _£>v> 

Service. Highest Commiaaions/ . 

Bonuses Profit Sharing. ..V / 

Wueiraat Amr.kr.u / O'- . 4 ' ' M / 


/<■£ MAIL 
✓ COUPON 


I positively 

L'uanotea 
my great 
Successful 
‘Relic V 


LADIES! I 

... C o m p o end. 

Safely relieves aome oi the longeat. most obsti- 
nate, abnormal cases in 3 to 5 day*. No harm, 
pain or interference with wot fc. Mbit J’ UO; 
Double Strength t3.U0. Booklet Free. W, ite today. 
DR. A. W. SOUTHINGTON REMEDY CO. 
Kansas City, Mo. 


Paris hasn’t a reputation for noth- 
ing. It is the gayest, most frolic- 
some place in the world. Here are 
the prettiest girls and the sweetest 
wines; the most artful actresses, the 
most daring revues. 

This Paris, the city of love, in- 
trigue, daring and passion is reflected 
in the pages of French Folties. Its 
humor is French; its stories are 
French; its illustrations are French. 

On sale at newsstands everywhere! 
In other words, it’s real frenchy. 



>6 




G7 lAGi-SLIPS make feminine 
\ZJ hygiene convemen t any ume— 
anywhere. Save your«e!f the era- 
tarraaimen c of going Into a drtur 
•tore, by taking advantage of my 
pcraonal. confidential service ren- 
dered to married women by maiL, 

Th«e handy antlieptic cones are no 
MTrcllte sanitary protection Carry 
box vlfh you tot cvnTecimcr. No 
water or itwucfin r«t|utr«4. Safer, 
ampler to use into carfcvile acid or 
compounds containing btchlurtd* of mercury. VAGI-SLIP3 
art preferred by modern WOKeo rreryeherr. They are r#fa- 
Qble, canuin oo polaoo; will pot injure delicate Btxin&m 

, P* *£C INSTRUCTIONS for OM of VAG1-SUPS in fettlolse 
ifcygwno iaelodad with your package. Send Sl.wO NOW for 
yencrooa trial box Id plain wrapper. Money 
back if not aatiafi«d. 

Violet < ?age(d« p <. b z> 

143 Fourth Avenue New York Ciry 
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Rare Daring French 
Cartoons 

Real Stuff. The kind beard ab„ov 
bat ne««r seen. A Southern Bedr^ua 
Beene. The Old Maid. Adam and 
Ete. Ms and Pa. Two Glrli and on* 
Mao. Hut Stuff. ar<d many mure all 
for $1.00. A dandy art of rare 
nude girl photos free with order. 
fBe sure to send your r.tpr«N address. 
8. E. FLOYD. Box 1200, Partlani, 
'Ore , Dept. U-KF. 


PARIS 


A R T 

Pans sends you her 
finest picture postcards 
— the kind you have 
always wanted. Agents' 
•ample set of 6 for 50c in stamps or coin or 15 
lor $1.00. 

CROSS CO., Dept. KF 
25 Church Street New York 
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Money, 
Happliiesv. 
Success I — 

Idjwjat 

.cki T*rt R»o*. Attr».-u, 
Mia. DtrtUTiM U«t s'remi uf How to 
>7<t Kicb! Win aifaraoa. loaa. 

PO &jftiuaS2.75 *r.d; 

«ry. GuroUctf. MAdriUS WORKS, 

Bos 12. Vorlck Sta., D«pl.KFG-2, Mow tori 


French Lovers Photos! 

Life Pose, of French fjirla and Fellow., in Pas - 
donate Hot Love Scenes. Imported Direct from 
France 12 for SI A) or Jo |„ r no, ail different 
poses. SEA-BREEZE NOVELTY HOUSE, Box 
M«, West Haven. Conn., Dept. KF-F-L. 
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* 1.00 postpaid. Catak* 10 c. 

Uala. Salts Ca. T«n w. HaSliaa St. Chita,#. III. 


Marry - New Big Directory - Photos! 

* Descriptions sent sealed, 10c. 
fo*i Pitliai Dep l 8, kaaaas City, kin. 
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The liird in the Jilted Cage 

(Continued fiom page 39) 



breakfast coffee and smiled sympa- 
thetically. “Well Donna tells me she 
refused your proposal of marriage 
last night, kid!” 

J. Torrington flushed painfully. 
“Why should she tell you that?” 

"She said there was someone else in 
her heart, didn't she?” 

Smell nodded gloomily. 

“Well, kid, I’m him!” 

J. Torrington Smell looked at him 
with eyes popping. “You? You, 
the woman-hater? Are you trying 
to kid me?” 


Kelsey Hammond had the grace to 
cast his glance downward. “Guess 
I’m not a woman-hater any more, at 
least, as far as Donna is concerned,” 
he said. “We’re gonna be married 
next week.” 


Smell stared at him. “Even, even 
knowing that she stayed all night 
here with me to get the contract?” 
he cried. 


Kelsey Hammond roared with 
laughter. "She told me all about that 
wild night with you!” he gasped be- 
tween chuckles. “How you begged 
her to stay, promised not to touch 
her, and then played dominoes all 
night with l>er\" 

J. Torrington managed to Summon 
a grin. “Well, I beat her every gam^, 
anyhow!” he said. “She can’t play a 
good hand of dominoes.” But there 
was a funny glint in his eye, and Kel- 
sey Hammond spent most of his mar- 
ried life wondering what sort of game 
his wife bad played the night she got 
the contract. 






Mad, Bad, Baby 

( Continued from page 32) 




her watchful eyes caught a glimpse 
of snowy hair. Old Fascination was 
waiting. 

No sooner had they landed than 
two huge men seized Philip and held 
him while Old Fascination opened 
the suitcase and hurriedly pawed 
over its contents. It was all done 
so swiftly, so cjuietly that few people 
noticed anything out of the ordin- 
ary. Philip, seeing the impossibility 
of breaking away from the brutes 
that held him, did not struggle, made 
no outcry. But his face whitened 
and took on such a tense, strained 
expression that Julie longed to run 
to him, to tell him not to worry. 

Old Fascination’s wife leaned 
against the wall, weak and trembling, 
her big black eyes darting feverishly 
about as though seeking a place in 
which to hide. Julie was feminine 
enough to feel no sympathy for her, 
the woman whom her husband loved! 

"So! You would lie to me, would 
you?” the old man exulted softly, 
picking up the rolled package and 
fingering it lovingly, gloatingly. 
"Expected me to believe that there 
never had been any paintings of you, 
did you?” His sharp, cruel eyes 
held his wife’s frightened ones while 
he slowly untied the string. "Re- 
member what 1 told you would hap- 
pen to both you and the man who 
dared paint you? Ah yes, I see that 
you do recall! And you know that 
I always keep my word!” He tore 
off the paper, his mouth suddenly 
grim, unyielding. A gaudily cov- 
ered magazine fell to the floor! 

A silly, sheepish expression on his 
florid face, he snatched it up, leafed 
hurriedly through it; then, thor- 
oughly disgusted, he flung it down 
again. 
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Cruwdor Apporatu* Co. # t 

Dept. 2407 44 Park tr Are.. MapWwood, N. J, 

I accept youf offer. Send me every thine described 
In your advertisement by return Mail. 1 will pay 
postman $3.00 plus postage on attivctl. It U under- 
took if I am not fnrrty satisfied after examination 
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MYSTIC DREAM BOOK 
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“The Unwilling Bride" 

"The UswilEng Bride.” “A Woman's Tempt*, 
tion.” "Her Only Sin." “Why Women Sin.” “A* 
Englishwoman's Love Letter.” 50c each. All for 
$2. Sent in plain tr ia pp es 1 . c/o General Deli Tory 
If desired. Send stamps, or money order. 

EDUCATOR PRESS, Dept ON-12 
It park Row New York 


LADIES 


As a retired chrdrisa 1 e*» 
ard raarattet cj prat rjccrjs- 
fji "BtUef" Ctmpaosi Uu 
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lcarst. Stubborn, Abcorsal eases In 3 days. Both Darned 
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tnlerfirenei with daOy duties. Slstls Stnscth *:.C9 
Double 13.00. Booklet F35S writs today. Of. W. F. 
Loel.-jvio Htdlebs Co., Kannu City. Ms. 


EVER FEEL LONESOME? 

Ladies and gentlemen eve ry whera anxious to 
make friends. Vast membership, refined and 
•incere. find your sweetheart; writs for parti*- 
wlais and see what we hare done for other*. 
Mrs. Violet Franz, 549 Montana St., Chicago, 111 

The "SEALED BOOK.” The only book of it* 
kind in print. Over 200 illustrations alone. Com- 
plete and unrip nr gated. The Publisher’s Price 
is tU\ bat we have 200 copies to tell at the 
Bargain price of only S3. 00 each. (Gire us roar 
•'express'* address.) ARGONNE ASSOCIATION, 
Box S-X, Antigo, Wisconsin. 
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Remedy. Safely relieres many eb- 
atinate, irregular conditions and abnormal dis- 
orders. Na interference with work. Mail *S 

oath or C O. D. Ergw-Quia* Co.. Dipt. BE 
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Stories 


“You are delaying us. May I ask 
for what reason?” It was Philip's 
caustic voice who ventured this ques- 
tion. At a sign from the old man, 
he was released and he faced Old 
Fascination angrily. 

“I — I was told you were carrying 
some — pictures of my wife,” the old 
m a n stammered, chagrined and at a 
loss. 

"But I told you that that rumor 
about the pictures was not true!” his 
wife said, triumphantly. She had 
recovered her poise and looked very 
completely the outraged grande 
dame. 


Irritably he seized her arm and 
was about to walk away when sud- 
denly his keen, white-lashed blue ' 
eyes encountered Julie’s uneasy gaze. 
He stopped, glanced down at the 
small suitcase she carried. A slow 
smile crept over his face. He re- 
leased his wife, walked deliberately 
over to Julie. 

The dreaded possibility of this had 
occurred to her, however, and she 
was not unprepared. The grave fact 
that her husband’s life depended 
upon whether or not she could suc- 
cessfully manage Old Fascination 
gave her a courage that, under vastly 
different circumstances, "Broadway 
Baby” had never had. She swung 
the suitcase carelessly back and forth, 
as though unaware that the man s 
eyes were fixed intently upon ;t. 

Sitting alone on the dec'; that 
morning, just before the ship .ad 
docked, she had foreseen some such 
difficulty and had decided upon her 
own method of defense. Since Old 
Fascination was noted for, and proud 
of his ability to "get” women, in this 
very power, reasoned Julie shrewdy, 
there also lay his weakness. If he 
enjoyed swaying women to his will, 
it was inevitable that he should also 
like to be swayed. At any rate, it 
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was her only weapon, and she decided 
to use it. 

When he was close beside her, but 
had not as yet spoken, she sidled up 
a little nearer, her red mouth curled 
up in a deliberately seductive smile. 
"I regret the untimely — interrup- 
tion, last night,” she whispered, 
glancing up at him through lowered 
lashes. "Perhaps, to-night, going 
back — matters could be more satis- 
factorily arranged.” She looked up, 
with a boldness born of confidence 
in her own power, and over Old 
Fascination’s shoulder her eyes met 
the agonized horrified ones of her 
husband. 

What is the outcome of Julie’s 
game with Old Fascination? Find 
the answer in March Ginger Stories. 

What is the outcome of Julie’s 
game with Old Fascination ? Find 
the answer in March Ginger Stories. 


The Madame Oversleeps 

( Continued from page 26 ) 

return. He has deserted me, the 
rogue, and I am left very much 
alone.” 

Abruptly it dawned upon Hamp- 
ton that the "accident” had been 
very cleverly planned; that the Ma- 
dame had desired it to happen! 

"No, dear Madame,” he said, mov- 
ing forward and placing his hands 
upon her bare shoulders, "you are 
not alone! For am I not here with 
you?” 

"Indeed, Monsieur, so you are!” 
she laughed, walking into his waiting 
arms. “You will not start on your 
journey again this morning, non?” 

"No,” replied Hampton huskily. 
“No, I’ve a mind to stay awhile, dear 
Madame.” 

Mon Dieu, oui, he remained all 
Summer! 



Dr. Cowin'* tome doctor book for brides and grooms. Tbi 
Mysteries and Science of Ser arc explained In every 
detail in plain words: Anatomy — Lore — Blrtb Control — 
Safety Measure* — Eugenics — JDlseases — Home Remedies — 

Conception. Birth and Care — Mistaken to Avoid — Spooning 
— Dangerous flablts — Female Complaint; — Advice to New- 
lyweds — Rejuvenation, etc. More complete than all other* 
put together. Cloth bound, gold stamped. Two Important 
books of advice by Margaret Sanger, the birth control advo- 
cate. Included FREE. All three books for $2.45. Sent 
postpaid, sealed, in plain wrapper for pay C. 0. D. plus 
postage). All books sent e/o General Dellirry must be pre- 
paid In cash, stamps or M. 0. 

EDUCATOR PRESS, Dept. SB-92 
19 Park Row New York 


BOURBON 
RYE & GIN 


All flavors. Genuine 
old fashioned taste and 
aroma. Highest Qual- 
ity. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. Trial size 75c. 
Vj pt. $3.50; 1 pt. $6; gaL $20; 1 gal. $35. 
1 oz. flavors 1 gal. beverage. 

PUPpBead and ageing oil free with orders 
r IVEEiof 1 pt. or more. Complete catalog, 
flavors, copper goods, etc* on request. 

THOS. WILSON CO., Dept. C. Sprio«BeM, ■*. 


TiLLlEiheT OILER 


i be lamous cartoon book. Aliy Matt tad Jc iT, 
Bringing Up Father. 50c each. ^ 

“Famous Bcautie*" photo poit cards, tinted— 
6 (or 50c. 13— all different— for $1. Stamps accepted. 
» *• — < PARK PUBS. CO., 
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FREE TO MEN 

“New Vigor Tablets’’ 

If weak or debilitated use a REAL mtdklnr. Write foe 
trial package my famous "Vigor Tablets" sent free, staled. 

Pier Company. 35A-74 Cert la a St Street, New York. 


Direct From France 

FOR MEN ONLY. "A Merry Widow." "Mother It*.” 
"Mama L Papa." ''Mabel’s Letter To Hubby.” "Barbarj 
Kate" and 15 others. All for $1.00 bUL Scaled. 
UNIVERSAL CO.. 4166 Park Ave., New York. 0«|t. K 


WANTED 

LOVELY UTS AND WOMEN to Mn Exelrnlve enrre- 
apondence CLUB I Different from all ethers 1 Interesting, 
romantic, dignified. Harry hours for young and old. rich 
and poor. Ton'll meet delightful rww friends I Frew 
particularr. Writ* today to BETTY TRUE, Baa 796, La* 
Awl«. Calif. 
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French Modern Novels 
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STEREO lea* Price of STEREO aai act t picrara# 
|LH. SPECIAL for *hcrc tixao to natko buyer* foe 
mm factor**. «dl hM STEREO of tw# mu id 
o*ot*se* for s: 80 . 

POCKET STEREO CO- 
1713 Summit Street TOLEDO. OHIO 


'Men wist to the BEST demand good oI4 

• i GLANDGLAD! 

I Tie pure, wholesome gUsd fon<l that 
1 'overcomes weakness. gives QUICK ani- 
J, traation. strength and vigor. If failing, 

■ Gladden Your Glands, rejuvenate — get 
GLAND-GLAD, health, pep, lingering 
satisiactioa. Order now, $2 beings box of 36 
capsules; CO.D. 32.19. Money -back guarantee. 

Paropius Remedies. Ltd. Box 377 KF. Tulsa, Okia. 



LADIES! 

DR. CHEESEMAN'S PILLS, for delajed or top- 
praj-j periods, give positive relief .a stojbers 
CUM. Hi.-rr.iess, so pais. Best for over ICO 
.cart. Doable ttrtngth t-’ bo*. Sealed. -jDr. D. 
Cfceesemaa, 11 East 12th St.. New York. 


TILLIE & MAC 

Uw : 4 1 : 3 s — ?«Aa 4 Bfcwuie* — Dtcb Dora — Best 
4 BiiM.es tad 12 c tiers. Ail for Jl.00 BllL 

■ EX SALES CO.. 4160 fart An.. Kra York. D»»t. K 


FRENCH GIRLS IN DRESSING ROOM 
SCENES 

Taken from Life Poses of Naosfhty French Girls. 
They are a k r. <k 'lit to tee. Yon will like them. 
12 different peart ijf $1.00 while they last. SEA. 
BREEZE NOVELTY HOUSE. Box ISO, Weal 
Haven, Conn., Dept. KF-F-DR. 


U Action Pietiwet SIM 

• French Art Photo* fl.M 

7 German Beauty Photo. SLH 

Cash Only. Mention Mag 

TWIN NOVELTY CO. 

r 'Sta. A. New Haven, Cam., Box Si 


MADDVI B1G DIRECTORY U 11 H DES 
iiIHj\I\ I * criptions aod photo*, mailed in 
_ _ wrapper lor ten cents. 

Poa*fid« Cos, l>ept 54 , Kansu City, Mo. 
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Stories 


In the Swim 


( Continued from page 22) 


hose to a seventy foot water ranV 
nearby. I and Mickey were the first 
in, but the others followed with very 
wet smacks before we had a rfisnm 

to lie about the water being fine. 

The shrieks and yells would have 
quickened a bunch of Censors. Then 
the lights went on again. One of 
them vaunted superior intellects that 
colleges are supposed to turn out by 
the double gross actually lived up to 
expectations. Mickey was just pull- 
ing me out by the skin of my teeth, 
the only thing he could get a hold on, 
when the illuminations did their 
stuff. Honest to Gawd, dearie, I al- 
most plunged in again. 

I had lost my costume! 

It turned out later, dearie, that I 
hadn’t lost it at all. It was merely a 
case of guaranteed unshrinkable stuff 
thumbing its nose at the guarantee! 

‘'Merciful Heaven! What is 
that?” shrieks the old maiden aunt of 
a Prexy who had to come at just that 
point of a watery tale to cast a ben- 
evolent eye around to see if the be- 
nign influence was working. Any- 
ways, that was what he was supposed 
to be doing. But between yuh and I 
and a telegraph pole, dearie, he was 
really losing both eyes gazing at me. 

“Woman!” he thundered. “Who 
art thou?” Though why it’s always 
my scornful luck to be picked on I 
don’t know. There were plenty oth- 
er perfect examples of high art stand- 
ing around at that guilty moment. 

"Who, me?” I says elegantly, get- 
ting my back up. It was the only 
thing I could get up, dearie. “Say, 
yuh son of a lady finger, pull in your 
phantasmazoria. Don’t yuh know a 


water nymph when yuh see one? j 
That’s what I am, a coy little water 
nymph!!” 

And do yuh know what that old i 
Beelzebub said? “Then in the name 
of all the Fathers of Abraham, get 
into the water!” 

That s a prayerful way of saving 
"take a dive,” dearie. So I did, and 
that s the first time 1 ever took will- 
ingly to the H20. But instead of 
sinking gracefully out of the vulgar 
glare of the limelight, I floated 
grandiloquently on the surface! 

There’s a saying yuh know, dearie, 
about people of generous proportions 
being like Ivory Soap, pure and non- 
sinkable. 1 reckon I’m purer than I 
thought. I inhaled enough to sink 
the Leviathan, but I remained within 
sight of all concerned. And were } 
they concerned? A good time was 
had by all but yours truly. A case j 
of stay on the surface and yuh stay | 
all over. 


QUIT 

TOBACCO 



No mao or i 

the hartr.f a 1 effect* of tcba'-ro. . 

Don't try to bamah unaided J 
the bold tobacco nna a poo you. A 
Join the tnouaandj of invwter-\ 

rte tobaeeo users thefc hare 

t c and it ea a y to quit wi t h the efciof the Keeley Trcetme c h 

Treatment For 

TobaccoHabit 

Successful For 
Over SO Years 

Quickly banishes all craving for tobacco. Write today 
for Free Book telling Low to quickly Fr*o youf*«lI X 
the Cclacco habit and our Money Back Guarantee. 

* TKCKEELEY INSTITUTE . 

Dept. F-»» Dwight. Illinois 
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THE BRIDE’S BOUDOIR 

Like peeps through private key- 
holes is this intimate story, re- 
vealed in a young girl’s secret 
diary. It is the tale oi her l«ve 
lite. from the early days ot curi- 
osity and courtship through a 
gi jiving honeymoon, to a thru ling 
climax that will stir your blood 

strangely. A new light on the 

Question of birth court cl. A $2 seller cut to 
11.43. Send money order or stamps, or par in 
delivery plus 20c. postage. Sent scaled in plain 
wrapper EDUCATOR PRESS, 

Dept. BB-S2 If Park Row, New York 



“A’ BRIDAL EVE” 


So there I was like a first cousin of 
Lady Godiva, only my mannish hair 
cut didn’t begin to come up to my 
expectations! 

And then as a final publicity stunt i 
that blankety-blank old moon takes 
a header out of the skylight and falls 
into the pool right over my head like j 
a halo. Though, Gawd knows, a halo 
was not what the undressed nymphs i 
are wearing at present. The spot- 
light behind that deposed moon was ! 
now turned directly upon me, just as 
if I wasn’t lit up enough. 

I tried my level best to sink then, | 
held my breath and everything, but I 
' was like a government bond issue. I 
floated on a good foundation, archi- 
tecturally speaking, dearie. Well, yuh 
know the old saw, yuh can’t keep a 
good man down. I guess maybe it 
apply* to the womanly sex as welL 

And while I’ve never fell for this t 


The Bridal Eve. A Daughter of Eve. A Gir!*n 
Awakening. Love’s Smcfi Hour. Two Men and 
a Maid. A Loving Maid. A Mad Love. ^The 
Wiles of Love. An Ardent Wooing. Love’s Car- 
nival. A Nameless Sin. The Hour of Tempta- 
tion. 50 cents each. Any three lor $1.00. _AH 12 
lor $3.5o. scaled in main wrapper care ai 

General Delivery, ii desired. All orders must be 
prepaid in stamps or M. O. PARK PUBS. CO.* 
Dept. N-92, 15 Beekmaa Street. New York. 


FEMINISE BYGIESE 

SAN I CAPS quickly, reliably, conveniently solve 
the personal hygiene problem of all women; 
quick, safe; handier than douche; once used, 
never without. Be dainty, worry-free — get Sari- 
caps; health, regularity. $1 Box of 20; C. O. D. 
$1.20, return privilege, money -back guarantee. 
Pureplus Co., Box 377- KF, Tulsa. Ok la. 


RARE BOOKS 

Confessions of an Amateur Blonde. Sapho. Con- 
fessions of a Bell Boy, 50c each, all *'or postpaid. 
Catalog. 10c 
UNION SALES CO. 

749 W. Madison Street, Chicago, UL 


WOMEN! S'flSarsss 

^ • goods and feminine 

Hygiene sent free for ?c stamp. Write today. 

NATIONAL SALES CO.* Dept. K-72 
147S Broadway New York City 


WHY BE LONESOME ? * 

J'i!n tr.y o-TTOpooik-ore club. l&Serest'.Q* credential 
propel !oo FiMus it. .drrJs P s icrtMiofi attractive »<•- 
bvrr n^ymuxe. 10 ncU. IRS. k. kliSfil, 2605 
yt* fkiliL* fa. 
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DAM-ZINE 

FOR SICK GLANDS CAUSED 
FROM AGE, ABUSE, DISEASE, etc. 

A product of medical research prescribed by 
physicians in the treatment oi starved glands. 
You take no chances and waste no money. Sat- 
isfaction guaranteed or # money refunded. We 
Invite correspondence with physicians. Packed 
IS Dam -Zincs $1.00. 300 for $5.00. A $1.00 or- 

der now means a $5.00 order later. Special 
physicians offer 1,000 Dam-Zincs $21.25. All 
wood s gent in plain sealed packages postpaid. 
No C. O. D.^ Send cash or money -order and 
expect Dam -Zincs br first return mail. No de- 
lay. .Write now. All correspondence confidential. 

dam-zine laboratory 

Box 101 * Columbus, Ohio. 


Fortune Teller and Dream Book 

Know the future. Will you Os 
ful In lore. marrUfe. health, 
wealth, tuslnesaf Interprets { 
and explains all abwt palm- 
istry, flni-r ball ubscrmiudj. 
hipolwn's Oraculum or book 
or fate: llsu lucky numbers, tells for- 
tune by car>h . dominos, dice, moles, 
marks, ur scars on the skin: makes 
prediction cuncerning children born uu J 

any day. etc . etc. Greatest value for 2 Z>c. Nothing like U 
to cheer up a party, Bare Chinese coin given free with your 
hook. Send stamps or coin. O'Ors Co., box 90 t V trick 
fta., Dept. K.F.G.-2, New York. 



y0/-'WOMEPi only 


Why worry about delayed penods from unnatural 
causetN* Get Quick Result# using FEM1NBE-* 
Liquid-Tablet Relief. Used by doctors. Moves cases 
long overdue. Pleasant, safe, no interference anr 
dutiek. Satisfaction guaranteed treatment $22)5. 
Postage if COD. Specially Compounded forgery 
Obrtinate Cases $5.00. Illustrated Folder Free with 
order.k’PETONE CO., Dept. b-KF^St. Louis Mo. 


i Orphan Annie 

gnd her adventures with ‘'Daddy*'; also in the 
Haunted House and in the Circus. Three differ- 
ent books 75c. each— all three for $2.00. Send 
stamps or money order. 

Park Pubs. Co* IS Beekman Street, New York 
Dept. OA-92 


Lonely Hearts. Join Our Club 

The world's cmt«t nitrlflfcnlU bumu. IV« bar, a com- 
panion or sweetheart tor you. Members all crcr tbs 
country Many worth $5,000 to $50,000. Confldenttal 
sucre, ful serrlea. Hundreds happily mated monthly. la- 

formation KRUE. Prsf. (. E. FL0Y0, Bax 83, C s wiai j 

Oreion. (Disk Da. 11.) 


"A BLONDE’S CONFESSION" 

3 Peppy Little Books, "A Blonde's Confession,” "A 
Bell Boy's Confession" and "100 Ways of Kissing 
Girls." each illusliatrd with lots of pictures: also 
FREE WITH ORDER — "100 Peppy Parodies.” 
Everything $1. Postpaid sealed. NOVELTY 
BOOK HOUSE. Out. KF. 129 Vlas St.. PklU., Pa. 


iWE HAVE IT” 

FOR MEN ONLY. 5 Different rare ind dirinf 
French Stories. Also 24 rare French Picture#. 
Also Tillie & Mac. All for $1.00 bill. 

Min mmvin Cf» 4M farl Aw* JUv Y«Os WA 


Ginger Stories 

love stuff much, I m telling yuh 
straight that I’d marry the sweet 
minded simp for pure, unadulterated 
love tomorrow that blew a fuse for 
my sake and helped me escape under 
cover of the darkness and an evening 
cloak that didn’t belong to me. 

Well, I got to tun along now* 
dearie. I’m due over at the Y. W. 
C. A. for my swimming lesson. Yuh 
see, the next time I go to a Prom I’ll 
know how to sink! 

Two Devils for Devlin 

( Continued from page 11) 

The two girls were glaring at each 
other now, and their voices were 
gradually getting louder. Devlin 
knew that Chong, who slept only a 
couple of rooms down the hall, 
would hear if they kept this up. 
And if he heard, and reported to 
Alice. . . 

Toa-lea and Tolu were closer to 
him than ever, working every wile 
they knew-, and they knew a lot of 
them. In spite of himself, Al felt 
that he couldn’t stand this much 
longer. He jumped out of the bed 
and slipped into a robe. 

*'We dance for you!” said Tolu. 
And forthwith she and Toa-lea be- 
gan to trip an amazing, seductive 
dance in the moonlight. It w r as a 
dance that could mean only one 
thing. It wasn’t suggestive; it was 
downright invitational! 

Al had a sudden idea. He dashed 
to a cabinet and came back with a 
couple of boxes of cheroots. “Here, 
take these and go back to Illybo! 
Here, take another box for him, tool 
Yes, you each can keep a box! No, 
don’t go out the door, for Lord’i 
sake. Climb out the window. 
Now, go!” 

Al knew the native girls would do 
anything for a box of cigars, even 
l eave what promised to b$ an inter* 
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esting party. They worked on the 
principle that, after all, a man was 
only a man, but a good cigar was a 
smoke! He breathed a sigh of re- 
lief as they disappeared through the 
window and sneaked quietly off, bare 
of foot, in the brilliant moonlight. 

The next morning Devlin thought 
Chong looked at him a bit queerly, 
but he put it down to imagination. 

That afternoon Chong was out in 
a proa in the lagoon, fishing for sup- 
per. Devlin lay in a hammock, tak- 
ing his siesta. There was a light 
footfall on the veranda, and Al 
opened his eyes. Then he opened 
them wider, and opened his mouth 
too! 

There before him stood a girl 
whose only garment was. a brilliant- 
hued sarong about her middle, a 
girl whose hair was brown, and 
whose skin was almost as light as 
Devlin’s own! Like some coryphee 
from the Folies Bergere she stood 
there smiling at him, swaying ever 
so little from the hips and waiting 
for him to speak. 

“Who are you?” he gasped. 
Could this be a native girl? Her 
attire suggested it, but otherwise she 
seemed to belong more to Fifth 
Avenue than to Tongalusa. 

"I’m Dawn-Blossom. I am 
yours.” 

“Mine?” 

"Ulybo sent me.” 

"You— Illybo— ?” 

She smiled. "Illybo realized that 
you didn’t care for Toa-lea and Tolu, 
or you wouldn’t have sent them 
back. So he gave you me.” 

“But, you don’t talk like — ” 

“A native?” she laughed. “My 
father was a white trader. And I’ve 
gone through the high school at Port 
Wytka. Illybo considers me his 
dearest possession, but I’m glad to 
gee out of his h arem . Being a queca 



BEAUTIFUL B ft EASTS FOR YOU 
Are yea fUt cbedUj? Da ugly, sagging lion rob ywi 
of your fetfiloi&e cfaarm? Just a frw bi&hUs a at 
home dnoUd to my tiif, simpls instruct! utu, vtUi t l« 
application of By dainty, luscivua Mirada Cr«aa nil 
work wondent 

CprCiosplcte private loitrucflofu for Bwldlfigth* 
rUl eM geam rounded, ehapeiy proportion, la* 
eluded »Lth your Jar of Miracle Or <aa 
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FRENCH 

TON1QUE TABS 


A wonderful, potent tonic for either uz. Justly 
famous for quick and harmless results. For lack 
of Pep, Vigor and Energy. A happy surprise 
avails you. Stop experimenting. For REAL re- 
•ults. Sent sealed, plain wrapper. 40- time package 
12.00 (or 82.15 C O. D.). Special strength for 
severe cases. $3.00. Money back guarantee. 
France Import Co., Palisades, N. J., Dept. K.F-2 


Cbarailnp— Castivatisf — Irresistible 
DES1R D’AMOUR 
(Liu i Desks) 

Thlj exotic perfume goes I'/i'.jH 
to tbs heart Ids Cupid's a rraws. 
Its strenpb sad mystic src&a thrills 
and delights young and old. TYtp'.s 
firm gill fall size vial 98 cents pre- 
paid or $I.S2 COD. plus shipping 
charges. Directions free. 0ns Pot 
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12. Varick Sta., New York N. Y.. Dept. KFG-2. 


NAUGHTY TILLIE 

OH BOY I Just imported! •'NAUGHTY 

TILLIE.** She*s full -o- pep. Something new for 
men who like a live one. Live! Peppy I A 
Knockout! Sent sealed $1.00. FREE with order 
"Secrets of the Harem” avid 7 other live book- 
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STRANGE BOOKS 

TWENTY NOVELETTES by French tuibor transited lnt* 
«x*cUy u orifiaaily written mail printed in type to 
•nu^l they must te read with a u*«aifjiaf vr reading 
g!a». To the unlaltiatei these booklet* appear to be Doth- 
log tot a confusion of printed eta tier too «.m«n to be read, 
but abt Under an ordinary magnifying glass such as can 
be procured for a few cents In any novelty store, EVERY 
WOED LEAPS DfTO CLEAR. BOLD RELIEF. 

Bead the amazing story of little Louisa Boons and the 
Mayer of Rouy le Tors and learn to what depths of Infamy 
men In high places sometimes descend. Also li other curi- 
ous stories Including FORBIDDEN FRUIT, Di THE WOOD, 
STORY OF A FARM GIRL. etc. They're from the pen of n 
master of French literature who hesitated net to bring forth 
bo the light of day the secret frailties of human nature. 
SO.OOO words or more, condensed through photographic pro- 
teges into THREE TINY VOLUMES Remember the Instruc- 
tions as none* will accompany booklet*. THEY MUST BB 
BEAD WITH A MAGNIFYING GLASS. 
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DANNER AGENCY. AfARTAOO 670, HAVANA, CUBA 
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HYPNOTIZE 


25 Lessons In Hypnotism. Mind Reading 
” and Magnetic Healing. Tells how ei- 
bypnoUze at a glance, make others 
f thdr commands. How to orercome bad 

, hkhlu. bow to fire a home perfomanee, get 
on the stage, etc. Helpful to every man and 
r woman, executlret, salesmen, doctors, mothers, etc. 
r Simple, easy. Learn at home. Only $1.10 Including 
the Hypnotic Eye/* a new aid for amateurs Send 
•tamps or M. 0- (or pay C. 0. D. plus postage). Guaran- 
teed. Edscaior Press, 19 Park Row. New Yffk. Ospt H-92. 
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FOR MEN 


& Papa.” •'N’aughty Nina.’’ •'French 
Widow,” “Old Maid.” 10 Girl Picture, and Nov- 
elty. All * 1.00 sealed. WADE BOOK CO- Boe 
US, Sea Fraadaco, Cali/. 
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Cvwr 600.000 used Superb* Remedy to hvip wop Cigan. Cigwette*. 
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| his its drawbacks. It’s confining. I 
think I’ll like it here much better.” 

Al stared at her anew. She was just 
faintly tan, and her hair was straight 
and kinkless. The rest of her, well, 
he just stared. Then he came out of 
his stupefaction. He suddenly rea- 
lized that there was Alice and that 
he had given her a promise. 

"But Illybo’s got me all wrong, 
Dawn-Blossom. I didn’t send those 
girls back because I didn’t like ’em. 

I sent them back because I didn't 
want ’em! Illybo’s crazy! I don’t 
want any of his wives! I’m going 
to get one of my own, soon. See? 
Now you go back like a good girl 
and put him straight, won’t you?” 

“You mean you don’t want me?” - 
the girl came over to him, leaned 
over him, her warm breath in his 
face. He closed his eyes to ward off 
temptation. 

“Go away!” he said weakly. 

“You would send me back to that 
fat old man? Look, look at me! I 
am young. I am fair. I am as white 
as you. Am I not desirable?” 

He groaned. “Of course you are, 
damn it. You know only too well 
how desirable you are. But, please 

^ _ l )» 

go. 

Her shoulders slumped. She 
turned away, and wandered off down 
the path that led to the lagoon. 

Al, shaking, mixed himself a 
drink. If this kept up, that two 
months were going to be mighty 
wearing on the constitution! 

At which moment a rich, tinkling 
laugh came from behind him, from 
the doorway of his house. He 
turned, startled. “Why, why, 
Alice ! ” he gasped. The red-haired 
nu*rse was standing there, cool and 
entrancing in a frilly pink frock 
that made her look more adorable 
than she’d been in her white uni- 
form. “Alice!” Devlin gasped again. 
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nTou here?” 

She came to him. “My hero!” she 
nid, and grinned. “Great big strong 
nuns, to resist such temptation!" 

His brain reeled. “You saw?" 

She nodded. “And anyone who 
could resist Peg Malone in such a get- 
up deserves plenty of credit!” she 
stated. 

“Peg Malone—?” 

“Yes, 'Dawn Blossom*. She’s a 
pal of mine. A nurse too. You 
see, after you’d left Port Wytka, I 
got lonely for you. I was sorry to 
have sent you away like that. So I 
got a launch, and Peg came along. 
It was a beautiful moonlight n:ght 
and we came here to Tongalusa to 
see you.” 

“Last, last night?” 

“Y'es. ^X'e got here late, and 
Chong let us in and said you were 
asleep but that he'd get you up. He 
went to your room, then came dash- 
ing back and called us. peeped 

in through a chink in your door and 
saw you having such a time with 
Illybo’s envoys.” 

“You saw all that?” he breathed 
heavily. 

She nodded. "I was satisfied, then, 
that you'd keep your word, but Peg 
suggested that perhaps you'd be that 
way only where native girls were 
concerned. So, with Chong’s aid. 
we fixed up the i idle comedy of this 
afternoon. And oh, darling, I’m so 
proud of you!” She offered herself 
for a kiss. 

' Then, that girl isn’t half native?” 
AI said, after a while. 

‘Of course not.” 

" We’ll let her be a bridesmaid, 
then’” he said. Then he whispered 
in Alice’s ear. “She sure has it, 
hasn't she?” 

"If you think so. wait till you see 
me!” the red-haired girl whispered 
immodestly. 
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What Made His 
Hair Grow? 

Read His Letter for the Answer 

“Two rears ago 

I was bald all over 
the tep in the head. 

“I fett ashamed 
far pccple to toe 
my head. I trted 
to ctercunte this 
but l remained baki 
until I ate-i Eu- 
UliUL 

“New hair cans 
almo*: immediately 

and keoc ua grew 
lag, In a short 

time I toad u spiv 
did bead ot hair, 
wbteh has been pc. 
tcc« ever since— and 
no return oi the 
badness. ** 

TV’s thrftmtnC !a by Mr. R K writ I. Sr hi but toe 
•f th« it «&c nAuaurhj attwl iiauilM tiaa «tupp«d fafcag 
hair c. • :r uw 1 daodrait er aldwl «v* uuxrtuat -.air 
growth kOTvLKU la suid by busg druggots ttvvywhtrt. 

FREE TRIAL BOX 

To prove lh» tfikacy of ILetalko fur tnm*!. 
women’* and children’s hair, the pruduertt Are 
living Ptcv t Boxr v l’ i? ci>utwo or «»iw to 

KOTAL CO.. C-47*. Station O, New York 
riMM wad E« rut ft Ml tax at StffAIUj 

^ Aipe ^ . ■ ■ . . — . »— ... ... ... .... . . • m 

AcMrwj . . 
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The Man I Pity Most 

if 


P OOR OLD JONES. No cue had any nse 
for him. No on* respected him. Across 
his face I read ace harsh word — FAILURE. 
He just lived on. A poor worn-cut ienitatioo 
of a rr-m. doing his sorry best to get on in 
the world. If be had realized just one thing 
he could have made good. He might have 
been a brilliant success. 

There ut UD.-usit tad tVartii c: cn Eks 


Jescm. Tier. tost con'd be hiper, raccenial. re 
•pected ssl Kt-i. But they m': 


seeaa to reaL. ca 

tie ere tie fact— that practactB y cre rytltiaz worth 
•tilt brier lor depends spea STRENGTH— apes 
tyf. frf.* . fcc taac 

tieryii.a* you dr dt p rw da «poa t etuf X No 
*u:t«r wiat roc; Wccspziwe, rot; ml tic health, 
witafcty mod f-OJ tatskihff caly biz, stren*, wir-de 
« nr V« oa cite yea. When yea are iS tie >orc{th 
lq these biz nr tries puts ran through. At tie o&ce. 
ip tie urn itii], er cb tie Iran e . ra, mil Bad 
wurcess cmera£r depends Gpce year mru-dar 6c- 

Here’s a Short Cut to Strength 
and Success 


"Bat.” jw »s». “it takes rears to bs&d or body 
a a ta tie part rsierc it w.U equal tiaaa of athletic 
rei 1 ^ It does is yw p siai it without stj 
metiem. bat there is a sraentiac sheet cut. And 
lists *i«re t coot ia. 

30 Days is All I Need 

It hut 50 «Uy*I can do trines with yocr body yofl 
never thought possible. With jest a Ice teunc lea 
eat err ary cniue. I w31 til eras fall inch of real, 
tie gavif to can cf yocr arse and two wide 
“itr.tl icy ppib hare 


cede «rlU grew shapely, your shoulders bezis to 
fccaden. Before yoa k -1 W It. yen'll had people tum- 
ir.g utml when row pars, \bcsa slI want to 
krrw yoc. Yota- boss wsQ treat yea with a new 
vespeet. Vca'5 look tea years yjcc*tt. and y -u‘U 
feel bke it. MOL Wore wvB be easy. As tor play, 
why. you realize then that yea sca t snow what play 
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Strengthen Those Inner 


EARLE LTEDERMAN. TL* MmscU BmiUer. 

Atrrr re ef “Uarz’r BeCiir,.** -Seiner ct W 
(Seaiu at S-mfttu” "Hrerr Sb*l;i." "End* secs. " £«.| 


Organs, Too 

t threefh with yew. I ■ 


Ert r«n act threugb with you. I wart ninety days is 
hi to do the job r r t and tbea all I ask is that you 
atari in treat c i yes: — - ant look yourself over. 


Hci: a Eontasa c barrel These great sou are sic.!- 
dersl Tint pair cfjsuze. athe arms! Jacae arm. shape- 


ly lets: Yes. sir. They are yours, and they are there to 


stay. You'll be >a»S os St inside as yea are cert, tee. So 
cause 1 work oo your reart. yocr irrer— all at your inner 
cry an . strenrtheettz and c aptii > ; them. Yes. inr —4 
bie can fite you a gr ea t e r tirJ than you ever triced 
■t:. rrtrrtaber. Ibe cedy swre red to health. f : 4 J 
and bap p. ness always demands act: in. 


Send for my 
Big New 
Book 



EARLE LIE HERMAN 

Dept. ZX. St& Bmtdwiy, New York City 

I Dear Sir: Please se-d roe. absolutely FREE 
and without ary cbiigatic cs my part what- 
e-rrr. a copy of yocr Ltest book. ’ Vascular 

I DcTeLyracrt.’* 

^ i23C . • soe ••e.lseT. o’C a ■!•••■ PTB AGE 

Street , * 

1 ‘---y ... .............. Stole 

Heat wrist or petal plumy. 


« PAGES AND . . . 

IT IS FREE 

It certains forty-eichi fnQ page photographs c-i myself am 
•ome c< the an; prtze-w :sniu* pupils 1 has* .ird. Sews 
cf these cams to me as pitiful weaklings, impioririz me to belt 
theta. Look them ner rww and yta >i5 turd at the- 
presect peysi jues. This wsil toot cbujite you at aC. hat fc- 
trs cake .f year future health and hsrpc.es* do oat put L 
cS. Seri vxisy — c-.L- t oaw before you turn this fije. 


.EARLE LIEDERMAN 


DEPT. 2302 


305 BROADW AY, N. Y. OH 
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he Grea test Sin 


Must every woman pay the price of a moment’s happiness in bitter tears and years of 
regret? Must millions of homes be ruined — lovers and sweethearts driven apart — marriages 
totter to the brink of divorce — the sacred joys of sex relations'be denied? YES — Just as long 
as men and women remain ignorant of the simple facts of life. 

The Greatest Sin of all*1s total IGNORANCE of the most important subject in the 
life of every man and woman — SEX. 

AWAY WITH FALSE MODESTY! 

Let as face the facts of sex fearlessly and frankly, sincerely and scientifically. Lot ns tear the Tell 
of shame and mystery from sex and build the future of the race on a new knowledge of all the 
facta of sex ns they are laid bare In plain, daring but wholesome words, and frank pictures in the 
huge new library of Sex Knowledge. 


4ft 


MODERN EUGENICS** 


39 Chapters — Startling Illustrations. 

This volume abounds in truthful illustrations and pictures scientific Interest that one seldom. If 
ever, finds outside of the highly technical medical books which laymen fail to understand. Every 
picture is true to life. 


^“SECRETS 


1 Everything 
efeMarried Woman 
ifihould Know — 

oi » to hole a husband 

have perfect children 
. j'fto preserve youth 
„ salting off either women 
■: r tus. yourself attractive 
husbands tire of wives 
•- nul disease* due to 
i ~ France 
p.9«scs of women 
cm t>ii •rfi’^tflrfh control 

„*hl sleep — easy childbirth 
m .s.abies are conceived 
«ses of children 
. ; ly health guide 
U> a ;e of life — hygiene 
hii.i :hildren die young 
i lw| lied traits and diseases 
< sill you tell your grow- 

'lisnrJJ' 

Watery of twins 
;Kted9 of valuable remedies 


Girls — Don’t Marry 

before you know all this — 

The dangers of petting 

How to be a vamp 

How to manage the honeymoon 

What liberties to allow a lover 

Secrets of the wedding nights 

Beauty diets and baths 

Do yon know 

How to attract desirable mu 
How to manage men 
How to know If he loves yon 
How to acquire bodily grace and beauty 
How to beautify face, hands, hair, toe Lb 
and feet 

How to acquire charm 
How to dress attractively 
Intimate personal hygiene 
How to pick a husband 


Secrets 
for Men— 

Mistakes of early marriage* 

Secrets of fascination 
Joys of perfect mating 
How to make women love 
Bringing up healthy children'" 
Nursing and Weaning 
Fevers and contagious disci 
Accidents and emergencies 
Hygiene In the home 
How to care for invalid* 
Limitation of offspring 
The sexual embrace 
"Warning to young men 
Secrets of greater UeUght 
Dangerous diseases 
Secrets of sex attraction 
Hygienic precautions 
Anatomy and physiology. 

The Reproductive organs 
"What every woman want* 
Education of the family 
Sex health and prevention 

250,000 Sold 

Tbit huge volume of pale* enables us to cut the 
cost of printing to $2 PS instead of &V.OO. Would 
YOU risk your health and happiness for the sake 
©f haring $2.98 more In your pocket? — Of cours* 

not I 


.K teds of 

I 


rat Will You Tell 
v i* Growing Child? 

is v let your children grow up 
!)m> :ame dangerous ignorance in 
tjyou yourself perhaps were 
n*-4-or will you guide them 
loisR^through puberty by the aid 
.. -a ; truly helpful book? 
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L<£T rREFTRRED PUBLICATIONS «v 

56 West 45th St. 

New York City 

Please aend me “Modern Eugenic*' 

— SEALED, in plain wrapper. I will pay ^ 
S2.9S and postage to the postman co do- a 
livery. In accordance with your apeci_: * 

half price offer. My age la r .. . 

Name | 

!_9 Address «... 


•-U 





It's ail they 
lay it is - 
and more • 





Franklin % ^ 

Surety Co. m 
Assets over 
$1,000,000 
Guarantees 
F ulfillment 
Of all 

Promises in 
This Ad. 

ONLY 

00 

$1,000 REWARD 1 

to anvbsd]/ who can -, y I 
prove that thise h'sti - 
tnonials were solicited 
lu U9. 

Inkograph hag proven so 
s-tUiaciury and has elleited 
c nsiderable favorable cota- 
ment aiu enclosing money 
t h*u£. please send me three 
^ m ure. *T. J. Trow. Travel - 

ta-iMaim Agent, Joplin, Mo. 

The Inkograph fully justi- 
fies all claims you make. I 
own a Waterman but Inko- 
graph Is far preferable. Frank 
It. Sargent, Oakland. Calif. 

You have one of the best 
writing Instruments I ever used 
regardless w price. I use 
the invest grade stationery and 
there is never a blotch or scratch 
because of its round smooth 
point. It Is a wonderful invention. 

EL L. Orley. Albano. Va. 

Ob. hoy, I am tickled skinny to 
have the Inkograph. It's a darling. 

I can now make carbon copies in 
taking orders and send originals in 
Ink to factory instead of a penciled 
sheet. It surely flows over the paper 
as if it were grease instead of ink. No 
trouble at all and a thine I could not 
do before to trace straight lines very 
flrie and dean. No smear, no muss, or 
any kind. It’s just great- E. A. 
Simms, Jersey City. N. J. 



A hSTrERS the purpose 
• A of both pm and pencil 
combined! 

A dually ^ ^ im proves you if 
handvjritxng ! 

U riles freely and easib 
’Without a. miss, skip or 
blur! 

iiever Hots, balks, dries 
up. scratches, leaks or soil: 
hands' IV rites equally w. d 
On rough or smooth papa ! 
If onderjul for making ear . 
bon copies with origH 
ink.' 

Draws lines to a rule 
out smear o' smudg> 

TlmCs what- fhousr 
satisfied Irikograpl* 

Bay. Many t ,11 us ‘ 
best i mtrup 

have evrp used i*o k . 

price. Unlike a fount, 

anyone can Use your. luMk'i 
graph -Without fear «f 
spreading or injuring it. 
14-kL solid gold point. 

Take advantage «. our /ree 10 d-»» 
trial offer a d t- tr\e mart tat 
far lory writing instilment you hu 
ever ysed. 


PATENTED 
1. 27. 1925 _ 

‘PENCtL 

Combined the best Featured 

of both pen and pencil, minus the 
■weak points of both, plus im- 
provements not found in either. 

A Pert of Refinement 
Made of finest quality, highly 
polished, black fountain pen 
material, with 14-Kt, solid 
gold point and feed, safety 
screw cap, self-filling Jever ' 
and clip. Equal in -work- 
manship, quality and appear- 
ance to pens costing con- 
considerably more. 

Cannot Leak 

One filling 5s sufficient 
to write thousands of 


orq 

?. l 

ret out of ur-wj 


Patent Antor 

prevents clogging, 
mechanism to get 

Makes 3 to 4 Carbon Copul 

at one time with original in in i 
INo pressure will bend, spread (1 
injure its 14-Kt. solid gold poin| 
Ideal for Salesmen s Orders, 

V ate Correspondcnee. OlT 

and Billing Kecornk'"i 
requiring exceptionally 
bon copies. 

if Dissatisfied With Yoi] 
Fountain. Pen 

—try the Inkograph, it*s all wo asl 
rot superior, handler and smoother w 
than any pen you ever used, regardM 
cost, re* urn it to ua and we'll 


clea 


My Inkogrnph Is the smoothest writing 
Instrument with which I havo ever writ- 
ten. That is saying a lot. I am a 
teacher by profession. I hare a $7.00 
pen and another that cost mure than Lho 
Inkograph. but Inkograph Is beth-r than 
either. It is tho greatest improvement in 
writing instruments sine© the Babylonian* 
recorded their thoughts on clay tablets with 
a triangular pointed reed. John It. Atwell. 
Chadwick. N. C. 


AGENTS 

This big valuo sella on 
sight. Handler and 

smoother writing than 

any fountain pen. Big 
profits, quid: sales, no 

Investment, no competi- 
tion. Immediate commis- 
sions. Send for Inkograph 
and receive order book to 
start taking orders or 
writ© for FREE Sales 
Plan. 


■words. your money. 

ALSO made in very attractive $3.00 styles, red, black or uwf». 
hard rubber with 14 Kt. gold filled band and clip on cap, an.j 
self-filling lever. Same size as S7 and $8.75 fountain pons- 
colors and trimmings in ladies* size. All $2.00 styles are b-ad 
with nickeled clip and self-filling lever. Prices outside U- S A. 
styles $2.50, $3.00 styles $4.00. Remittance must accompany order ] 

INKOGRAPH CO„ Inc., 161-112 Centre St, 


DEALERS 


gtat ionery Stores, l>rugr Stores, Dep: 
etc*, send lor our CittaJog: and t 


r Tiiat hard smooth btlM 
like 14-kt. solid gold 
point which makes writ- 
ing in ink possible ovet 
I coarsest paper a* rapid- i 
| iy as with softest pencil. J 


Only when 
ordering 
$3.00 style 
mark X 
after color 
desired. 
Black 


□ 


Red Q 

Mottled 1 1 


SEND NO MONEY 


vNOTt : 

Whifo remittance 
accompanies order 
Inkograph is sent 
postpaid. 

Make X Hercf") 

If you prefer ladies u.— . 
eirc with ring on cap 
to be carried on 
lady's sautoir or 
man's watch chain. 


INKOGRAPH CO.. INC. 
161-112 Centre Street, 


Send Inkograph. I 
$ plus postage 



Address 


City- 


State— 



